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SHORT PATENT SERMONS. 



ON BEAUTY. 



Text — ^Nought under heaven so strongly doth allure 
The sence of man, and all his mind possesse. 
As beauties lovely baite, that doth procure 
Great warriours oft their vigors to represse. 
And mighty hands forget their manlinesse ; 
Drawn with the powre of an heart-robbing eye, 
And wrapt in fetters of a golden tresse, 
That can with melting pleasuance molifye, 
Their hardened hearts enured to blood and cruelty. 

My Hearers — ^I suppose that all of you»have often felt the des- 
potic power of Beauty, and have had your obdurate, adamantine, 
calcined hearts softened down by its omnipotency to the yielding 
substance of a pan-cake. That which appertains to the flesh, is 
most arbitrary and soul-fretting in its influence ; but that which 
belongs to Nature alone — such as fills the whole universe with its 
allurements — is calculated rather to inspire, and raise the thoughts 
up to that concentrated essence of Beauty which sparkles with 
loveliness from the beginning to the end of the end. I shall dwell 
first upon the beauties of Nature ; but, as saith the auctioneer, I 
can't dwell long, for my di^cqiwsc must .bo coi^denscd^ir.to one co- 
lumn of the Sunday Mercury^ beyond which liinjlr;,' J'^ "seldom 

allowed to trespass. , - . ' 

My dear friends — it matters not uj^ ^liic^SoeVer side we turn 
our eyes, we behold such bea\ity;y',it^* primitive 'nakedness as can- 
not fail to captivate the hearcof;exv'ery.crue-wtu«lii|)per of the God 
of Nature, and make him fe'el* as though t^n thousand pismires 
were crawling up and down the ossified railway of his back. Look 
at yonder myriads of stars that glitter and sparkle from the dome 
of heaven's high concave! Say, is there not beauty in these? 
Aye, there is beauty, magnificent in these little celestial trinkets 
that stud the ebon brow of Night — shining, as they do, like a 
multitude of beacon lights of glory in the blue black of eternity, 
or like so many cats' eyes in a windowless garret. Observe the 
silvery moon, pale-faced Cynthia, wandering Luna, or whatever 
you choose to call her — see how gracefully she promenades th^ 
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self -same path whic£ was laid out for her at the beginning of the 
world, and deviates not a particle from it, although she has been 
maliciously termed the strumpet of the planets. Look at the re- 
splendent sun. See how it has maintained its unsullied brightness 
through the rust-gathering ages of time. Not a single thread has 
been lost from its golden fringe, and not even a fly-speck has mar- 
red its splendor ; but is to-day the same beautiful, lovely object 
that it was when it first burst upon Paradise, and rolled back the 
darkness of chaos into the unknown regions of nowhere. There 
is beauty at sun-set. Who can look at all the glories of an au- 
tumnal twilight and not have the furze upon his hands rise up in 
rapture ! O, it is, by all odds, the grandest and sublimest picture 
in the great academy of Nature i At the festooned gates of the 
West, angels of peace and loveliness have furled their purple 
wings and are sweetly sleeping with their heads upon pillows of 
amber, overcanopied with curtains of damask and crimson, tempt- 
ing poor mortals like us to climb up the ladder of imagination and 
steal kisses by the bushel ! When the morning, too, as my friend 
Hudibras observes, like a boiled lobster begins to turn from brown 
to red, there is beauty of the tallest order. Yes, when Aurora 
hangs out her red under-garntent from her chamber window, pre- 
pares her perfumed toilet, and sweeps out the last speck of dark* 
ness from the oriental parlor, there is such blushing beauty resting^ 
upon the eal1^^i§l>tops*-fi» c^n[qti;fdll to be appreciated by any 
one whosQ4i^^rt-9tr£ngs are*«fid( coi»pOsed of catgut and horse hair* 
My friends — ^l*sptak:io^'the^.t(eauties of Nature because they 
are unadorned, andL'(^p.^4veiVt]y ate the most beautiful. You might 
hang a necklace ^C(f» ^i^^noadsKafOund the sun, and extra-jewel the 
stars — ^but woulfl {hi;^*a]|^^^?'mof ^ Jpvely ? Not a bit of it. You 
.Crothamites by dwelling upon these may receive good, and have 
your ferocious tempers completely subdued ; but I don't want to 
have anything to do with your down-east Yankees. I have un- 
derstood that their hearts are so inclined to wooden nutmegpi and 
fdnging psalms, that they have no idea at all of the sublime and 
beautiful. They won't believe what I tell them, because of their 
■tiff-neckedness. I do think that if an angel were to come down 
from heaven and swear upon a wagon-load of comic almanacs that 
what I preach is true, they wouldn't believe it any the sooner. 
Let them go. 
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Now, my friends, I am about to speak of beauty where it exer- 
cises almost unlimited control over the hearts of men. It is when 
tt is concentrated in lovely woman — ^when it flashes from her dark 
eye — ^when it lurks in her raven ringlets — when it mingles with 
the rose of her cheek and the lily of her brow. By it kings have 
seen brought upon their marrow bones at the foot of their thrones 
^warriors have been spurred on to battle, and kept from it by hay- 
ing their hearts wrapt in fetters of a golden tresse — ^young biped 
tigers have been transmograiied into peaceable lambs, and their 
blood-thirsty appetites for ever allayed. But, my young friends, 
you must also beware of a beautiful woman. She is a snake that 
has the power to charm such fledglings as you ; and when you are 
once captivated, you are a gone case. The delicious poison which 
you dr^nk from her eye acts as a stupif ying opiate to your reason 
and lets the pleasure rush recklessly into the wilds of unrestraint. 
I admire a pretty female face and figure as much as any one ; but 
unless they are unadorned by the flummery of fashion and fancy 
shops — ^unless the heart is a casket for the gems of purityHUid 
truth— they never can catch this old bird. 0, my friends ! the real 
queen of beauty is Miss Morality. Court her as much as you like, 
but don't set up after midnight to do it — ^walk in her garden, and 
cull the flowers oi peace and contentment — tread upon her trail 
even to the dividing line between time and eternity, and you will 
pay the debt of nature respectably, and in the full hopes of a glo- 
rious reward. So mote it be ! 



ON MODERN GENTLEMEN. 



Texv. — ^Whom do we dub as gentleman ? 

The knave, the fool, the brute — 
If they but own full tithe of gold. 
And wear a costly suit. 

Mt Hearers — ^when we come to sort out the vast heap of human- 
ity, belonging to the he creation, we find that three separate and 
distinct piles are necessary to be made — viz. : one for the common 
rubbish, or loafers ; another for the spurious gentlemen, manufac- 
tured by tailors ; and another for the real Simon Pure gentlemen, 
wrought from heaven's best material by the all-skilful hand of 
Omnipotence. This last he^ is 9lways a great deal smaller than 
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the other two, but when placed iii the scales of real worth they 
will weigh down five hundred just like them; and it is upon this 
principle alone that a pound of lead is heavier than a pound of fea- 
thers. The drunken, good-for-nothing loafers are no gentlemen at 
all, any how you can fix it ; and those who are tinkered up of 
broadcloth, buckram, finger rings, safety chains, soft sodder, van- 
ity and impudence, are no gentlemen cither, no more than a plated 
spoon is solid silver throughout. They are only so called by the 
foolish votaries of fashion — intended as a clieat and a dead suck-in 
for the world's great market. Why, my friends, they are mere 
walking-sticks for female flirts, ornamented with brays heads, and 
barely touched with the varnish of etiquette, lirass heads, did I 
say? nay — their caputs are only half ripe musk-melon*?, with mon- 
strous thick rinds, hollow within, containing the seeds of foolish- 
ness swimming about in a vast quantity of sap. Their moral gar- 
ments are a double-breasted coat of vanity, padded with pride, and 
lined with the silk of urbanity ; their other apparel is all in keep- 
ing, and importeil fresh from Devil, Beelzebub & Co.*s wholesale 
and retail ready made clothing establishment. Beneath these 
trappings of superciliousness and folly may be found hearts, rot- 
ting in the scum of licentiousness, and as much blacker than the 
inner surface of a stcaiiiboat pipe, as a chimney sweep is blacker 
than the mid-day sun in the heavens. And yet these over-blown 
bladders of iniquitous show are called gentlemen ! If I thought 
I numbered any of these goats in my flock, I would preach them 
out of the syujigogue quicker than ever lightning chased a squir- 
rel down a hickory tree. But let them travel olf with their high- 
heeled boots of self-consequence : let them carry their bundles of 
dry goods down the Broadway of perdition : let them flourish, for 
a time, like poisonous weeds upon a dunghill : let them spit upon 
the poor beggar, and kick his dog, as he sits perishing at the golden 
gate of opulence : let them get so all-defying stiff that they can't 
bend, like a young sapling, to the gale — and they will find, that, 
ahould the storms of penury beat upon their beavers, they will 
snap as short ' as pipe stems, and the starch will evaporate from 
their dickeys of pride in the short space of no time at all. These 
■terms will most assuredly wash out the gravel from the founda- 
tions upon which their humbug qualifications of gentlemen rest, 
ttfed down ihey will fall, to be reared up again only by the hands 
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of propitious fortune. Yes, my friends, I say let them go about 
thrusting their spurious certificates of honor in the face of plain- 
clad honesty ; but when they are laid low in the dust of servile de- 
pendence, then, I guess, they will find out, for a certainty, that they 
are the veriest vermin that ever beslimed the paths of decent society. 

My friends — I shan't meddle with the women in my present dis- 
course, because they were never intended to be gentlemen. Suffice 
it to say, that every female is a lady in the parlor, and a pot-sluer 
in the kitchen, according to the opinion of mankind generally. But 
I will tell you what a real gentleman is. He is an humble, chari- 
table, philanthropic, honest, upright man — ^\vhich, you all know, 
is the noblest work of God. He wears the ermine robe of truth, 
f and his jewelled star is his own good name : he weeps over the 
^ widows as they weep ovqy the new-made graves of their husbands : 
he feels for them (in his pockets) when they are compelled to gnaw 
the dry crusts of adversity: he pitches pennies into the laps of 
bare-footed orphans, and pays the same respect to a dog with a 
muzzle on his nose as to one with a gold ring about his neck. He 
puts no molasses on his tongue to attract the gilded files of fash- 
ion, nor wounds innocent breasts with the barbed arrows of slan- 
der. He venerates the grey hairs of age, and leads little children 
by the hand along the flowery paths of virtue. He is grave with 
the grave, and gay with the gay, but never burns his nose in the 
fiery cup of dissipation, nor muds his trowsers with the filth of 
lewdness. He doesn't frighten four days out of February by join- 
ing in the uproars of Hard Ciderites, 0. Ks. and Kinderhookers, but 
keeps himself, at all times, as quiet as a clam and unofiending as a 
kid. Like myself, he dresses plain, neat and simple, and takes 
more care to adorn his immortal mind with the laurels of learning, 
than to rig up foolishly that clay-built tabernacle, the body, which 
to-day is, and to-morrow is mingled with the common rubbish of 
earth. Such, my friends, is the character of a genuine gentleman ; 
and I have no doubt that, when dame Nature first completed one of 
the kind, she came near bursting her corsets with pride ; as she 
had every reason to be proud of having formed a mortal with all 
the attributes of an angel destitute of wings. 

And now, my dear friends, having exhibited to you the difference 
between m^re outside show and internal worth, it behooves us all 
to doff our duds of vainness and pride, and put on the clean gar« 
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ments of morality, virtue, and strict integrity, as these will ney^ 
need washing, nor even grow thread-bare, through the countless 
ages of eternity. So mote it be ! 



ON KISSING. 

Text. — ^For me, I kiss but very few. 

But with that kiss my heart goes too : 
I hold a very Judas he 
Who'd kiss but in sincerity. 

Mt Hearers — kisses may be reckoned among the luxuries of life, 
rather than among its necessaries ; and the reason why so many 
are fond of indulging in them is, because they belong to the super- 
fluities of this world, and contribute neither to the nourishment of 
the body nor to the welfare of the souk but merely afford a mo- 
ment's gratification. Formal or ceremonious kisses are like manu- 
factured flowers — very line in appearance, but wanting in fra- 
grance ; and their superabundance only goes to show that the pre- 
sent is a very artificial state of society, as the monkey said when 
his master put breeches on him. The conmion custom of kissing 
the Bible in order to give the appearance of solemnity to an oath, 
unless the kiss be hot from the heart, is impious mockery, and 
ought never to be practised in a country like this, where Christian- 
ity and common sense are supposed to be closely combined. This 
eold kind of kissing produces no blissful excitement, and often 
leads to bad results ; and I have no doubt but the old woman expe* 
rienced more pleasure when she kissed her cow, than half of the 
young men who bestow busses upon the cheek of beauty, unwarm- 
ed by the fire of afiection. 

My young friends — ^you may go to your private evening parties^ 
where all is gayety, joyety and hilarity — ^where the lovely angels 
of earth, dressed in the snowy robes of purity, look tempting 
enough to make a saint turn sinner, and perform a pilgrimage from 
paradise to perdition for the sake of a single glorious smack. Go 
then, and feast till you fatten upon forfeited kisses ; but be assu- 
red that, although they may be attended with some little sport and 
amusement, they are just as destitute of real extacy as a fox's back 
is of fur in the month of June, or an oyster of fine flavor in Au- 
gust True bliss only attends the warm kiss of fervent lore 
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When a young man presses the girl that he sincerely lores to his 
bosom— when heart meets heart — when soul mingles with soul— 
and when lips meet lips — Oh, then come exquisite touches of ten- 
derness ! — ^then he cannot help feeling a sort of furziness all over! 
— and she must unquestionably feel as though she were ready to 
pin-feather at the moment. Such, my young brethren, are the de- 
lightful, but indescribable, sensations attending the kiss of pure 
and unadulterated love. But he that kisses only to deceiye and 
seduce, imbibes a poison at the time, which rankles in his bosom, 
and induces more or less of grief and mortification, according to 
the injury inflicted. I hold him a very Judas at best — and if, after 
committing the deed, he were to go straightway and hang himself, 
society would reckon his loss as an unlooked-for and fortunate gain. 
My hearers — as for me, I don't dive very deeply into miscella- 
neous kissing, and consequently kiss but few ; but, when I do kiss, 
an explosion takes place which must convince all within hearing 
that it originates from the heart, and is meant in earnest. There 
was a time, in my school-boy days, when I could extract the sweets 
of a kiss as calmly, composedly, and I may say as coldly, as a bee 
sucks the honey from a hollyhock ; but now I never undertake 
the business of bussing unless I go into it with a heart heated in 
the blaze of enthusiasm. A mother kisses her child, and no one 
presumes to mistrust her motives : true lovers do the same to one 
another, and no evil consequences ensue;— doves bill and coo, and 
they know no more about the practised arts of love than a man knows 
when he goes to sleep ; — ^but oh ! this kissing to gain some mean» 
mercenary or unlawful end, ought never to be countenanced in a 
christian conmiunity. To kiss in jest, as is often practised by 
chaps among the girls, is productive of no absolute harm nor ac- 
tual good ; yet the young men love to indulge in it ; and so long as 
the amusement is innocent in itself, I have no objections to their 
gratifying their naughty, but not wicked, propensities, to their 
hearts' content. But they must be careful whom they kiss, and 
how they kiss. Some girls will undergo the pleasurable punish- 
ment as quietly as a good-natured child submits to baptism by 
sprinkling — some twist and squirm like an eel while being skin- 
ned, and either return a smart slap in the face, or exercise no other 
defence than by merely saying, < Why ! aint you ashamed ! — and 

then again there are others whom it is as dangerous to attempt ta 
1* 
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kiss as it would be to undertake to break open the trunk of an ele- 
phant. Look out for this latter sort, my young friends ; for they 
have teeth like a tiger's and claws like a wild cat's — and you must 
keep at a respectful distance, or pay dearly for your rashness. 

You, married men, may greet one another with a holy kiss, but 
don't kiss each others' wives, lest the green-eyed monster haunt 
the blooming bowers of matrimony, and every beautiful blossom of 
connubial bliss be blighted in the frost-bringing breeze of jealousy. 
You, young folks, of both genders, partake prudently of the plea- 
sures of kissing, now while every kiss is rendered hot by the en- 
thusiasm of youthful ardor — ^for, like buckwheat cakes, they are 
only good while hot ; and they will grow cold for a certainty as 
you go down into the frosty vale of years, where beauty loses its 
charms, and pleasure its power to entice. I want you, my young 
sinners, to kiss and get married ; and then devote your time to the 
study of morality and money-making. Then let your homes be 
well provided with such comforts and necessaries as piety, pickles, 
potatoes, pots and kettles, brushes, brooms, benevolence, bread, 
charity, cheese, crackers, faith, flour, affection, cider, sincerity, 
onions, integrity, vinegar, virtue, wine, and wisdom. Have all 
these always on hand, and happiness will be with you. Don't drink 
anything intoxicating — eat moderately — ^go about business after 
breakfast — lounge a little after dinner — chat after tea — and kiss 
after quarrelling ; and all the joy, the peace, and the bliss the earth 
can afford shall be yours, till the graves close over you, and your 
spirits are borne to a brighter and a happier world. So mote it be ! 



ON AVARICE. 

Text. — God made man, and man made money, 
God made bees, and bees made honey. 

My Hearers — ^if you were to ask me for what purpose man was 
created, I should say at once, he was created to love, serve and obey 
his Maker, and to do all the good he can, without directly meddling 
with the business of others : but, generally speaking, he does like 
to believe this doctrine : 

He'd rather believe that the chief end of man 
Is to keep what he's got, and to get what he can. 

I think, my hearers, that man has made money his chief end, whe- 
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ther he is designed for it or not. Go where you will among the 
nations of the earth — among the enlightened, civilized, half-civil- 
ized, savage, heathen, barbarian, unitarian, trinitarian, bibletarian^ 
nothingarian, and Money is the god bowed down to by all. Yes, 
my friends, it is the general or universal god for the whole world. 
There is but one greater, and more powerful ; but it makes me feel 
bad to say, that this greater One is most shamefully slighted by the 
unhallowed attentions paid the other. The difference is, one is 
worshipped six days in the week — aye, I may say seven — while 
the other is worshipped only one day — ^and, in thousand of cases, 
not even that. You may well hang down your heads, ye proselytes 
of modern avarice, and blush for the shameful truths that I Ere off 
at you ! I shoot no blank cartridges — mine are no paper wads — 
but, with the leaden bullets of conviction, I mean to pierce your 
understanding-chests, which, alas ! have been converted into 
sub-treasuries for miserly, worldly, gain -getting, hard-currency 
thoughts. Supposing, my hearers, that I should, in the superabun- 
dance of truth and honesty, have the superfluous kindness to say 
that you were all worshippers of false gods, the same as are those 
pagan idolaters of the East, who don't know enough to move back 
when too near the fire : supposing I should say this — what might 
you do to me ? You might, perhaps, tar and feather me — you might 
ride, me on a rail, as averse as I am to such a mode of travelling— 
you might persecute me to the fullest extent of the lynch law 
Therefore I shan't say any such thing : but I will venture to say, 
that between you and the poor ignorant heathen, there is a practi- 
cal likeness. They bow down to a log of wood, a piece of stone, 
or a pair of stuflfed breeches ; and you worship pieces of gold, bits 
of silver, and scfaps of paper. How much better then, are you 
than they ? Not but a precious little, when the moral and intellec- 
tual advantages which you possess are thrown into the scale of 
consideration. They, poor things, are surrounded by the thickest 
darkness of ignorance — so thick that their little sixteen- to-the 
pound candles of instinct can burn but with a sickly glare : but 
you, my dear friends, are differently situated. Here you are, pla- 
ced in an ever-blooming garden of knowledge. The sun of enlight- 
enment shines down upon you from an unclouded firmament of 
peace : around you, on every side, flow streams of learning, en- 
riching the soil o{ your intellects, and beautifying the flowery valet 
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of yirtue : before you stand the two trees of good and eril, and 
you know which is what as well as I do. With all these advan* 
tages, how is it possible that you, ye children of avarice, can be 
eontent to wallow in the filthy mire of lucre ? But you will keep 
gnawing at the root of all evil, regardless of the poison that lurks 
tiiernn, the effect of which is most awful. It causes some to steal 
sheep, rob hen-roosts, lie, cheat and dissemble — others to put on 
the robe of }Hety,and go to church to pick pockets in prayer time 
^-others to squeeze a poor man's sixpence in his clutches, till it 
squeals out for mercy — and others to perform a clandestine pil- 
grimage to Texas, to worship at the shrine of Mammon. 

0, my friends ! these things are a disgrace to a civilized commu- 
nity. I have no objections to your making money, if you can make 
it honestly and not too fast. Go to the bees, those little democratic 
insects, and grow wiser. They obtain their bread and their honey 
by incessant industry. There are no beggarly misers, thieves and 
robbers among them — ^no land-sharks, money-changers, flint-skin- 
ners, and sharpers — ^no striking for wages — ^no wrangling, disput- 
ing and quarrelling about gain, and the division of spoils. No, my 
friends, all there is love, harmony, industry, and peace. The cor- 
ruptions of avarice can find no crack through which to enter their 
well-secured domicils ; and sloth is drummed out instanter by the 
whole bee posse comitatus. The bee quits his hive in the morn- 
ing, as soon as the sun begins to lick the dew from the grass, and 
hies him away to far distant fields, where it buzzes about from 
ilower to flower, till he is heavily laden with the treasure he seeks > 
and he then returns, re-returns, and returns again, and so on till the 
shades of evening call him in. He folds up his wings and retires 
to sleep with a calm conscience ; for he knows tliat he has mind- 
ed his own business, not meddled with others, and labored to pre- 
pare for a rainy day. His sleep must be sweet, and no mistake. 

My hearers — ^I might as well let out the whole cable of my 
opinion, as to keep such a weight of it coiled up in my breast. 
Therefore, I say, I consider the practice of bees making honey far 
more decent than many of your modern plans for making money : 
because one is made by industry — ^the other by fraud, idleness and 
rascality. You will all go to destruction in a dirt cart one of theae 
days, unless you think less of money, and more of your own mo- 
lal characters. The devil is fishing for you with a shilling on hif 
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book for l)ait. He caught a lawyer the other day, but he couldn't 
keep him. He went to scale him, but he didnt like to be in such a 
scrape ; and so he slipped through his fingers, and went ker-flap 
down into the muddy pool of his former iniquity. But you, my 
friends, are not all lawyers ; so I advise you not to snap rashly at 
the devil's shilling, nor hang longingly round it, or you may get 
hooked up by the gill — and if you do, you are fried eels, as sure as 
a cat can jump. All you want here is enough to make you com- 
fortable ; and that can always be got fairly — ^besides a small sur- 
plus to pay your passages to that happy land where one is as rich 
as another, and a perfect equality exists. So mote it be ! 



ON CHASXriY. 

Text. — ^My brethren, be chaste till you're tempted. 
While sober be wise and discreet ; 
And humble your bodies by fasting. 
As oft as you have nothing to eat. 

My Hearers — ^in a world like this, where almost every one is al- 
most knee-deep in moral mud, it is hardly to be supposed that un- 
sullied chastity can exist; and yet there are numberless cases 
where only the bottoms of the petticoats and pantaloons of purity 
have been tarnished, while the main fabric remains unspotted. 
These, however, are sufficient for the promulgation and propaga- 
tion of slander ; for, as my friend Shakspere said, or might have 
said, ' Be thou as pure as ice, and as chaste as snow, verily thou 
shalt not escape calumny,' if a suspicious spot, as big as thy thumb 
nail, appear upon the fine linen of thy virtue. Another of my par- 
ticular friends, Spenser, says that the only amaranthine flower on 
earth is virtue ; but I think he is wrong. How can sublunary vir- 
tue be an ever-blooming flower, when its blossoms are so frequently 
trampled upon by the foot of vice, and crushed for ever ? Some- 
times even the breath of suspicion causes it to fade, wither and 
hlossom no more — and I have known it to droop and die itself, un- 
touched by frosts, fingers, anything or anybody. Poh ! my friends, 
it is absurd to talk about terrestrial virtue being unfading. It is 
just as likely to fade as the roses upon the cheek of that pretty 
young lady yonder, or the sprigs upon my calico night-gown. I can 
have hopes of its immortality only when I see it blooming and put- 
ting forth new buds at the door of the tomb. Any place this tide 
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of there, I wouldn't insure it for two hours, any more than I would 
insure a shirt against turning yellow in the hands of a certain yel- 
low washerwoman. But, as says my text, with a little interpola- 
tion, be as chaste as you can until you are tempted. To corrupt 
yourselves without a cause or a reasonable inducement admits of 
no excuse, and comes about as near to the worst of depravity as 
sundown does to sunset. You may think there is no harm in the 
act, and that you will escape punishment ; but as you pu^h along 
from day to day, and dig out of one year into another, you will be- 
gin to feel gradually increasing upon you a severe but just inflic- 
tion. You can't take liberties with Nature, and go it with a rush 
while you are young, without incurring its penalties in after time. 
You may think the chances of your being punished so small as not 
to be worth minding; but let me tell you that, although they look 
small, they are sure to open wide, like a whippoorwill's mouth. 
But when you are strongly tempted, my friends, and your chastity 
becomes thereby a little injured, the crime is not so great, and the 
forfeit much less ; but should you resist temptation as long as you 
comfortably can, though it come with forty- woman, twenty-man or 
six-devil power. Fight, wrestle, clench, bite and pull hair with 
the Tempter for a good while — ^just to have it said, at least, that 
you resisted as much as you could — and then yield, if you must 
give in, fairly, honorably, and innocently. Put the blame on the 
devil — serves him right : he is able to bear it all, and as much 
again more from somebody else. I can't say, however, that I cen- 
sure any one for falling into temptation. We are all *as liable to 
it as a fish is to bite at a bait with a dangerous hook concealed 
therein; and, when I consider how numerous, fascinating and 
powerful are the temptations that beset us upon every side, I won- 
der most marvellously that so many escape as there do. It is out 
of the pale of reason to suppose that any man is not more or less 
tempted either by gold, woman, rum, tobacco, glory, fame, or 
something else calculated to coax him out of the plain path that 
leads to peace and happiness. Our first parents were tempted, and 
they fell to rise no more — I also was tempted, and fell likewise ; 
but it was only on my knees to beg forgiveness, and I feel as if I 
had got it genuine ; but I am afraid, my friends, that when some 
of you are tempted you will fall upon your backs, and lie there as. 
helpless as a green turtle in front of a refectory. Beware of temp- 
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tation ! — at any rate, be chaste until you are tempted, and as much 
longer as you conveniently can. I shall not tell the girls particu- 
larly to be charte, for I know tbey are sufficiently chased already. 

My dear friends — the text also enjoins you to be wise and dis- 
creet while sober. Most folks, I know, are the wisest when they 
are the soberest ; and yet I have known many instances where a 
man has been the most cautious, keen and discreet when the drunk- 
est. But this mustn't go to show that there is any wisdom in get- 
ting drunk. It only shows that such men have sense, wit and 
wisdom lying dormant at the bottoms of their bellies, or in some 
dark corner of their sluggish systems, and that £ill*that is wanting 
is shaking up — an exciter, or something to arouse and bring out 
their latent intellectual energies. All you want, my sober breth- 
ren, is a hedthy exercise of both the physical ajid mental func- 
tions; and thereby you will gain strength, flesh and wisdom. What 
is wisdom ? It is knowing how to do, act and conduct yourselves, 
80 that it shall redound to your own good; and, to efiect this, you 
ought to know what course to pursue better than I can tell you. 
If you don't know it, it is time you did. 

My hearers — it is well enough to make a virtue of necessity by 
humbling your bodies by fasting when you can get nothing to eat; 
but when provisions are abundant and money plenty, it is no sin 
to favor the man of flesh with a little extra fat. It is the spirit 
that wants humbling, not the body. Oh, that proud and high- 
strung spirit of man ! — how it wants halter-breaking ! If you could 
only subdue it so as to make it go well and easy in the carnal tra- 
ces, it would jog along with you to the grave as gently as a jack- 
ass before a light load of clams. So mote it be ! 



ON CITIES. 

Text. — Cities are sinks that gather filth and vice 

Mt Hearers — nothing can be more true than the words of my 
text. Cities are great grease-spots of vice upon the fair carpet of 
the earth — putrid pools of corruption, that generate some of the 
most loathsome creatures in the form of humanity imaginable ; 
and perhaps a few whose souls would be comparatively pure and 
unstained were it not for the contamination of the polluted atmo- 
sphere by which they are surrounded. Look, my friends at this 
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dty of sin in which I am now sojourning — ^this misery-stricken 
metropolis of the new world. It is a most beautiful blemish upon 
the surface of the globe — a bad egg, that appears fair upon the 
outside, but contains the foulest of stench within. I lately per- 
formed a pilgrimage to that offensive ulcer upon the heart of Go- 
tham, vulgarly called the • Five Points.' I went not only to inspect 
the public streets in that neighborhood, but also as an inspector of 
the public morals ; and I found, to my regret, that the condition of 
the one was equallly as wretched as that of the other. Oh, my 
friends ! I saw that the filth of the gutters which casts its sicken- 
ing effluvia abroad, was a true and perfect emblem of the putres- 
cent moral matter that surrounded the hearts of its miserable inha- 
bitants ; and I couldn't help exclaiming — ^My God ! can it be pos- 
sible that any of my fellow creatures can take delight or find the 
least particle of pleasure in thus wallowing in the mire of licen- 
tious vice ! No— they cannot know how pleasant are the paths of 
virtue, so long as they remain sunk knee-deep in the swamp of 
sin ; and I should seek no greater bliss than be granted with the- 
privilege and gifted with the power to grasp the men even by their 
coat-tails and the women by their petticoats, and haul them out 
from this foul puddle of sin to dry upon the sunny banks of sal- 
vation. 

My friends — this splendid Manhattan isle of ours of which we 
boast, is but the receptacle of filth of foreign nations. The scum 
of mortality that is drifted across the Atlantic, and washed upon 
our shores, is enough to spoil a day's appetite for dinner. I am 
willing to acknowledge that some noble specimens of the human 
race from Europe and the East see fit to adopt this as their coun- 
try and home ; and that many beautiful exotics, in the way of car- 
nal feminine flowers, are transplanted to American soil ; but I do 
seriously assert, that the majority of the transatlantic genus homo, 
whom fate, fortune or circumstance drives hither, are minus mo- 
ney, and not overplus in morality — ^incurable cancers upon the 
broad back of the community. Ere they understand the principle 
upon which rest the pillars of our democratic institutions, and be- 
fore they have learnt the great A in the alphabet of republicanism, 
ihey sacrilegiously enter the Temple of Freedom : and the fumes 
arising from the incense of ignorance they burn upon the altar of 
liberty, are enough to stifle the big bellows of a blacksmith. A 
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city like this, my friends, is, and, filway« will be, subject to such 
baleful influence; and if the legitimate protectors of our national 
welfare do not keep one eye open at least, to the best interests of 
the country, the pa^adium of our political rights is of no more 
use than trying to frighten a thunderbolt with a pair of pistols 
and a bowie knife. But, my foreign friends, allow me to remark 
that I am related to you all by consanguinity — that. 1 look upon 
you as brothers in the human household — ^that whatever I say is 
dictated by truth, unswayed by fear or friendship — and that I con- 
sider you, as a whole, are deserving of all, if not more, than Ame- 
ricans can boast of — and I know that many of my own countrymen 
are in the habit of boasting till they burst. 

My hearers — ^in order to be convinced that cities are sinks 
which gather filth and vice, you have not only to look at the pre- 
sent corrupt condition of modem Gotham, but to read upon tne 
pages of history how ancient cities of magnificence have sunk in 
oblivion beneath their overpowering burthens of vice. A dead, 
sulphurous lake now covers the sites of Sodom and Gomorrah. 
They continued to gather filth upon filth till the fiery besom of the 
Almighty swept the streets of all rubbish, and purified them with 
the flames of destruction. Where mighty Babylon once stood, 
the satyrs now dance in a desert wild — Jerusalem became bathed 
in blood, and the ploughshare turned the turf above her — ^Rome, 
proud Rome, fell in the zenith of her glory — Herculaneum and 
Pompeii are but sepulchres for the dead — a few broken pillars 
stand as monuments upon the tomb of Palmyra — and the once 
opulent cities of Tjrre and Sidon are now changed to rocks, upon 
which the fishermen dry their nets. All of these gathered filth 
and vice, corruption and wickedness, till the measure of their ini- 
quities was full ; and then their goblet of glory was kicked over 
by the foot of fate, spilt upon the ground, and absorbed for ever. 

My dear fri^^-*-^ New York continues to gather such all 
manner of iniqujf ies as at present, the time will soon come when 
the loud thunder of retributive justice will peal from the heavens, 
with a crash that shall cause the adamantine pillars of the Egy^ 
tian Tombs to tremble, and the Pewter Mug in Frankfort-street to 
hide itself behind the banner of the Washingtonian Temperance 
Society. At any rate, the day will come when this great metro- 
p<>li8 will be laid low in the dust, and iu inhabitKnts consif^ to 
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the oblivious tomb. It is already filthy enough, morally and natu- 
rally, to be devoured by its own rottenness. Money is making 
sad mischief in its midst ; for, by its all-potent influence, murder- 
ers, thieves, burglars, forgers, and seducers of female innocence, 
are daily escaping the punishment due them. Oh, my friends, 
what a quantity of wickedness there is concentrated in this little 
village ! You lie in ambush for each other as a tiger does for its 
prey — ^you assume to be virtuous in order that you may the better 
carry out your vicious intents — you don't draw your nourishment 
directly from the ground, and therefore, like fishes, you feed upon 
one another ; and the simplest and the weakest fall victims to the 
shrewdest and the strongest. Reform, ye sons and daughters 
of sin ! and you may yet number the days u]pon earth as did your 
aajjlstors of yore. So mote it be ! 



ON FIRE, WATER, AND I^OMEN. 

Text. — Fire, water, women, are man's ruin. 

Says that old doating Dutchman, Bruin, 
But what phlegmatic humor bred 
Such frantic notions in his head ? 
Ascribing thus life's baleful woes 
To causes whence each blessing flows. 

My Hearers — there is no doubt but fire, water and women — taken 
separately or combined — are often the cause of man's ruin : and at 
the same time, they are the sources whence all his blessings flow. 
Fire sometimes burns up our habitations, and all therein ; but then 
it warms us in winter — the greatest comforter for the season ima- 
ginable, and the most cheering companion when Night would fain 
'cover us with her mantle of-Moom and darkness — it cooks our 
victuals, assists us in celfeBtating the Fourth ^fe July, and makes 
the steamboats go ahead. Fire ! the b1rn1yrfjB| light of day, is 
an emblem of purity. Unlike everything mse; ffhas but one qua- 
'^ty ; and that is A No. 1. Who ever heard of ^poor, middling, or 
second-rate fire ? Nonsense ! — ^you might as well imagine an infe- 
rior order of angels in heaven, or virtue a kittle defiled, but not 
enicmgh to hurt it ! Fire is the fountain of light, health, and en- 
joyment ; and, for curiosity's sake, I should like to see the world 
try to get on without it. Some individuals, after having run into 
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it, or burnt their fingers by meddling with it, thoughtlessly and 
profanely exclaim, d n the fire ! when they only damn them- 
selves, both by word and by deed. Such folks put me in mind of 
silly moths, that flutter about the alluring blaze till they scorch 
their wings, ahd drop to expire in the hot fat of their own foolish- 
ness. Well, let them fall : all have their fall. The foolish fall 
by their own folly — the great fall by hatred — ^and the fair fall by 
love. I shouldn't wonder if I fell, one of these days, by either 
fire, water, or women ; but when I do fall, it will be right side up, 
and with a philosophical face upon the world. 

My friends — ^water sometimes does great injury to man. It .i/; 
sweeps away his saw -mills, and not unfrequently houses, pigs and.-JP"^^* 
chj]j^ren — fills his cellars, upsets his hopes, and inundates some of 
his^fairest prospects. At the deluvian period it carried every liv- 
ingjlbing into eternity, except fishes and a few seeds of mortality 
mqgLBltraculously preserved in an ark. But for all this, say not 
thlFwater is an evil. It is as useful and necessary to man as the 
atilTOspftere that he breathes. It is essential in the bringing forth 
of the products of the earth. It subdues and conquers fire, when 
it feels disposed to go beyond its proper limits. It commingles 
with milk to the benefit of the vender, and without absolute injury 
to the buyer. It associates with brandy to the profit of the seller, 
and operates as a conservative upon the stomach of the consumer. 
Fire purifies and water cleanses. How then can it be possible that 
elements so pure and necessary as these should prove man's ruin ? 
Easily enough — ^when mixed together in the shape of a toddy, 
sling or smasher, and taken twenty times a day. This is the way 
that fire and water operate to one*s ruination ; and I advise you 
all, my friends, to forsake the fire, and take to the water — the 
same as I did, long years ago. 

My dear friends — woman is often the occasion of much trouble 
and mischief to man. For her he toils and slaves — for her he 
fights — for her he gets drunk — for her he walked out of Paradise , 
. barefooted — for her he blows his brains out — and for her he makes 
a confounded fool of himself, in a variety of ways. Notwith- 
standing, woman is a blessing. Her influence over us, rough- 
hewed sex, is as mild as the moon upon the tides, and twice as 
powerful. The moral fragrance that surrounds her is as sweet as 
the odors that arise from a field of white clover ; and her beauty 
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makes her one of the most interesting living ornaments that wears 
either legs or wings : I don't care whether you mention a hird of 
paradise, butterfly, or straddle-bug. 

My hearers — ^fire, water and women are all very good in them- 
selves ; but you must be careful and not let either of them get the 
mastery of you. So mote it be ! 



ON THE NEW TEAR. 

Text. — ^It is well for man that the dull chain of existence has here 
and there a golden link, at which we are permitted to pause, 
for the relaxation of mind and heart, and gather strength 
for the great struj^gle of existence. The opening of the 
new year is one of these bright occurrences. 

Beloved friends — I, for this single time, 

In a poetic strain attempt to preach ; -■^ 

That is to say, I give a dose of rhyme — ** 

A purgative that I prescribe for each. 

Which works its way through all that's in its reach, 
Slips down the throat as sleek as castor oil. 

And puri/ies the morals. I beseech 
You, one and all, to neither flinch, nor coil. 
Nor turn your noses up at Dr. Muse's toil. 

Another year is even now beginning. 

For Wednesday last was happy New Year's day ; 
And now's the hour for us to leave off sinning 

In a degree, while at this link we stay; 

For age and sin will shortly turn us grey— 
And Time, that old bow-shinn'd, bald-headed loafer. 

With scythe, just whet, is chasing us away 
Into corruption, that before we go far, 
We all shall wish that we'd not trardUed even bo hi. 

But I must wink at all those little crimes 
That witching New Year's heaped upon your backs ; 

Unless you mock'd the fashion of the times. 
And took too many catty-cornered tracks. 
Making but Uftle headway with the tacks. 
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While calling on the ladies— that won^ do ! 
It loosens all the moral screws, and racks 
Virtue's slim fabric, when a man gets blue, — 
Shuts up his reason — and sometimes his clam-shell, too I 

I made some calls, and some I didn't make 

Because the chain of age that binds my feet. 
Is very short — and yet I tried to take 
A step or two beyond its length, to meet 
Those heavenly female smiles, which always greet 
~ Me with a joyous welcome. Would that I 
Could burst these fetters ! — ^then I'd eat 
Of every wholesome pleasure, far and nigh, 
And feel the bliss, but not the curse of living high. 

Time used me pretty fair, that day, moreover, 

For I felt young about the heart's domain ; 
And revell'd in the tallest kind of clover ; 

And should have thought myself a boy again ; 

But these white locks pronounced the fancy vainj 
And these weak knees too confidently told 

That nought but childish folly fired my brain ; 
That I should jiever dance, as once of old. 
Amid the ring-tail, rousing storms that beat so cold. 

But you, young folks, can dance, and drink, and sing. 

When new years dawn upon your careless heads ; 
Much pleasure, mirth and sport to you they bring 

That is, if they dont bring you to your beds ; 

For on such days, a devil is loose, who weds 
Many to disappointment, sorrow, wo ; 

And such a devil every mortal drc;^s. 
Who, by experience, may chance to know 
That brandy fire is just the same as that — ^below. 

Be fonder of the women than of wine. 

But don't get drunk with neither one nor t'other : 
When both their overwhelming powers combine, 
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They place a fellow in a dreadful pother ; 

For both are sometimes maddening : — sa they bother 
The better sense of erring man, and kill 

The finer feelings — lest we fairly smother 
The rising flames, ere they shall scorch the will, 
And leave us all * spirits of wine,' or ghosts of ill. 

New Year, as eays my text, is a good place 
To pause and gather strength for the next shove 

Toward the grave, where we must end the race. 
Now should we all look back, and each reprove 

Himself, if wanting charity or love. 

And try henceforth to keep as pure and clean 
From this world's filth, as any harmless dove ; 

For with a half an eye it may be seen. 
That we must not depend on any go-between. 

Pm growing old, and you will all be soon, 

Pitch'd clear into the middle of next year ; 
I wouldn't bet the hide of a raccoon 

That the great final day is not close here ! 

At any rate 'twill soon enough appear ! 
For years roll round most thunderingly quick : 

They vanish soon, like froth on new-drawn beer, 
Or like the dreams of night they cut their stick. 
And leave a few dry bones for Memory's dog to pick. 

Now, brethren, make the wise determination 
To strike out a new track for your poor lives, 

And look out sharply, now, for the salvation 

Of all your sweethearts, daughters, sons and wives, 
For anybody knows that he who strives. 

Can paddle safely out the evil sea, 
And land upon that blessed shore, where thrives 

Nothing but good, through all eternity. 
Forever and forever more. So mote it be ! 
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ON MAN'S ORIGIN AND END. 

Text. — ^Bud and harvest, bloom and vintage, 
These, like man, are fruits of earth; 
Stamped in clay, a heavenly mintage. 
All from dust receive their birth. 

My Hearers — vegetables, as we all know, are composed of no- 
thing but dust — the paltry dust upon which we tread ; and man, 
proud, lordly man, is made of the same despicable material. What, 
then, is he, with all his gildings and trimmings, but a vegetable 
possessed of vitality and the powers of locomotion ? A cabbage 
derives its growth and nourishment directly from the earth — man, 
indirectly. Worms feed upon the one while it still lives and flour- 
ishes, and upon the other when dead and inhumed in the bowels 
of the earth. In likening you to cabbages, my friends, I have re- 
ference only to the perishable portion. The soul, thought, and 
intellect have a home in heaven, independent of the dirt-covered 
cottage which they here inhabit ; but the body dissolves and re- 
turns to its original dust. 

My friends — ^look where we will, we behold once animated 
dust. Parts and particles of our ancestors are in each tree around 
us — ^we see fractions of our former friends in the flowers of the 
field — and even a portion of female beauty and loveliness is con- 
tained in the loathsome toadstool that springs from a dung heap ! 
Oh man ! thou art but dust, and to that dust thou must return, as 
has been said of old. The sacred urn that holds the ashes of ho- 
nor contains nothing but the reminiscence of what was, but is no 
more. The plebeian is composed of just as good stuff as the pa- 
trician; and the coarse carcase of a peasant furnishes Death with 
as good a meal as that of a prince or potentate. 

My dear friends — reflect upon the condition in which you are 
placed. Remember that you are but grain, sown by the hand of 
Omnipotency, soon to be cut down by the sickle of Time, and ga- 
thered into the garner of the grave. Bestow not tgo much care 
upon that worthless conglomeration of sin and corruption called 
the body ; for it must perish, in spite of the patchings of faith and 
physicians. The old clothes of mortality that you throw ofl*when 
about to swim the creek which divides time and eternity are as 
nseless to the world as a warming-pan to a West Indian ; the soul 
would surely be ashamed to enter the courts of heaven with such 
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a wardrobe of wickedness. When I pass by tiiat holy spot where 
rest the ashes of the dead, and read upon the tomb-stones how 
dear and valoable is the dost upon which they are reared, I can- 
not but help thinking that a cart-load of hog manure would bring 
more in market than all the refuse of wealth, nobility, and beauty 
which could be scraped together between here and the latter end 
of sometime ago. A church-3rard is a riddle, or sieve, that sepa- 
rates the bran from the flour. The flour is that spiritual essence 
which is contained in the husk of humanity, and which is treasu^ 
red up in heaven as being too valuable to be wasted; but the braa 
is the body — ^worthless chaff*, of no account whatever when sepa* 
rated from the soul. The surface of this habitable globe is cover* 
ed with animal as well as vegetable mould. We dance upon the 
graves of our forefathers, and sing songs of mirth and jollity at 
the tombs of our kindred, without regard to the sacredness of the 
dust around us. All flesh is composed of vegetable mould ; and, 
though it derives its nourishment for a time from the ground, it 
must eventually amalgamate with its parent soil, and afbrd food 
for vegetation. When the Omnipotent told Nebuchadnezzar to go 
to grass, it was but a prophetic warning of the fate of all human 
flesh ; for, certes, there is not a living form but ftiust sooner or 
later dissolve, and distribute its substance among the vegetable 
productions of the earth. The bright eye of beauty must soon 
lose its lustre in the midnight darkness of the sepulchre — ^the 
crimson current of life must be frozen in the cold December of 
death — ^the mighty engine of the mind that moves the ever-revolv* 
ing wheels of thought must yet cease to operate, and the clay that 
composes the frail vessel of mortality shall cruble to atoms. Ye' 
it will return to dust, and that dust will in time be monopolized 1 
the fairest of flowers, the vilest of weeds, and perhaps by tl 
very smallest of small potatoes. 

My worthy friends — ^that paltry pile of dirt called the humj 
body is left but for a little while to encumber the world ere it 
shovelled up by Time, and carted off* to manure the broad field 
death ; but the spirit that animates it can no more be confined 
the dungeon of the grave than you can frighten an old-fashio 
earthquake with a pair of pistols and a bowic knife. Wb 
shakes off its carnal shackles, it absquatulates to some unki 
island in the vast ocean of eternity, where it manages to lin 
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ettt and ever, if- not longer, without either cash, food, or raiment. 
Toil, then, for the soul rather than for the body. The body is ve- 
getable, and is doomed to perish ; but the soul is ethereal and in- 
corruptible. Although, gas-like, it evaporates when life's glass 
lamp is dashed to pieces, it ascends like the dew of the morning, 
unseen to its native heaven ; but the body upon which you bestow 
so much pains — ^pamper with so much pride— and bedeck with so 
much ornament, becomes but ashes when touched by the finger of 
Fate — and those are not worth their weight in saw-dust. 

Look well after the immortal part, my friends, and though vege- 
tables as you are, when you come to be transplanted to a more con- 
genial soil, you will sprout anew, and flourish like a weed against 
the sunny side of a fence, through all eternity. So mote it be ! 



ON BELIEVING. 



Text. — ^Pll tell you, my friends, what I believe. 
And also what I don't. 

My Friends — some folks tell you that you can believe in absurdi- 
ties and prepostero8ities,^if you onl]^ have a mind to; but I tell 
you that you can't believe in what appears irrational and without 
the pale of proba- or possi-bility. You may play the hypocrite 
with your own hearts, and affect to believe in matters and things 
that concern your temporal interests, and, perhaps, eternal wel- 
fares ; but it is no more true believing than it would be if I were 
to tell you that the next shower would rain down shillings, and 
you pretend to believe every word of it. No, my friends ; anything 
that comes covered with the dust of doubt, or bedimmed in the 
dull shadows of uncertainty, is attended with misgivings, in spite 
of all the wills, wishes and desires that ever found entertainment 
in the human heart. If you were told that a penny planted with 
potatoes would spring up, blossom bank bills and produce silver 
dollars an hundred fold, you wouldn't, nor couldn't, believe it— 
even though all your blessed hopes, wife, children, and a farrow 
cow were at stake. But all this has little to do with the general 
tenor of my discourse ; therefore — 

My friends — ^I will tell you what I believe and what I don't. I 
believe that man is born to trouble — ^to trouble not only himself, 
hut many of his fellow beings around him \ besides bed-bugs, moir 
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quitoes, fleas, and other annoying but innocent insects. A bed-bug 
doesn't bite with malice prepense, and neither does a mosquito 
give a stab with a murderous premeditation ; and therefore I don't 
believe that, under such circumstances, either of them ought to 
suffer the penalty of death. I don't believe that might makes right, 
nor that thousands should die that one may live and prosper, as tbff 
farmer held when he washed his lousy calf with a decoction of 
tobacco. I believe that love, like lightning, goes where it is sent ; 
and that, take it on the whole, it does just about as much damage 
considering how many heart-strings it snaps — how many bosoms 
it makes barren of joy and peace — and how many it hurries out of 
the world into an awful and soul-scaring eternity : but I dont be- 
lieve that love, properly tempered, ever did a body any harm, as 
my grandmother said of her bread pills. I believe that a good 
man in the valley of Jehoshophat is nearer heaven than a sinner 
on the top of Mount Sinai — ^that poll3rwogs are incipient frogs, and 
politicians patriots of the most sudden incipiency ; but I don't be- 
lieve that the man who works the hardest for an ofSce under go- 
vernment, is the one most likely to work the hardest for his coun- 
try in her day of trouble and danger — ^unless there be plenty of 
pay in perspective, or his prospects shine with the gloss of glory, 
like a pair of dancing pumps touched off with the white of an egg 
and a little lampblack. 

My friends~I beUeve that the truth shouldn't be spoken at aU 
times ; and therefore I shall exercise the precaution to tell you that 
you are all given, more or less, to lying. Equivocation and sub- 
terfuge are very nice cloaks for falsehood ; but the legs of the lies 
will stick out from under them. I don't believe that forty lies will 
do as much towards helping a man out of a scrape as the simple 
truth put forth in a state of nudity. I believe that most old maidf 
would like to get married if they could; but I don't believe thai 
old bachelors generally have any particular desire to get into th< 
matrimonial harness, and help draw a wagon-load of * little re 
sponsibilities ' up the hard hill of life. I believe that great talkec 
are little thinkers — that not much fruit of sense is found when 
there is a multitude of the leaves of words The gift of gab ia i 
eontribution of nature bestowed upon those who unfortunatel; 
lack the brains to propound questions to themselves, and anawc 
them in silence. I believe that a man may accomplish wondertj 
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he tries hard enough ; hut I dont helieve india-rubher over-shoes 
can he made out of lawyers^ consciences. I believe there is a dif- 
ference in quality, if not in price, between pure milk and chalk 
and water ; but I don't believe the moon is a green cheese made 
out of the milky-way. I believe there are as many beautiul forms, 
noble minds, and just as pure blood running among the common 
peasantry as there is in high-bom nobility ; but I don't believe 
that fine clothes ever made a gentleman of a clown by nature or a 
blackguard by profession. I believe that a man can put himself 
down in the world much easier than he can be put down by others ; 
but I dont believe a steamboat can be propelled by f ever-and-ague 
power alone. I believe no persuasive preaching can coax you into 
heaven if you are determined to go to the other place ; and I dont 
believe you can prevent a young couple from committing matrimo- 
ny when they have both a^eed to do the deed, and feel in first- 
rate order for it. I believe that the brute creation is possessed of 
a mysterious instinct, which is more valuable to them than reason 
is to man ; but I don't think a frog knows enough to go into the 
water when it rains, i believe a woman can do the most scold- 
ing when she has a lot of children about her ; but I don't believe 
a hen clucks any louder whether she has two or a dozen chickens 
at her heels. I believe that going to bed late and getting up late 
is taking a kind of cross-cut to the church-yard ; but I dont be- 
lieve it is in consequence of early rising that makes the sun so 
bright and cheerful in his old age. 

My dear friends — ^I believe and disbelieve a good many things 
which I don't think it necessary to mention ; but I believe this >^ 
that if you dont grow wiser and better as you grow older, the 
little stock of happiness you now have on hand will gradually de- 
crease till finally it is all wafted away like the fragrance of a flow- 
er. You will fall into bad habits, and become morally as mouldy 
as an old cheese that has lain in a damp cellar for a month of Sun- 
days, and you will drop to the ground like a summer apple, rotten 
as soon as ripe. But if you oidy try to do well, I believe you can 
do it and be happy, just as easy as a sheep can walk over a stone 
wall into a clover lot So mote it be ! 
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OK UNRSCIPBOCATED LOYE. 

Text. — ^To love is painful, that is true- 
Not to love is painful too ; ' 
But oh ! it gives the greatest pain 
To love and not be loved again. , 

My Hearers — ^I love to preach about love ; for love forms a rosy 
wreath for the heart, in which the green leaves of friendship, the 
flowers of affection, and a few thorns of pain, are entwined, just 
for the sake of variety. It is the precious cement that adheres 
soul to soul — ^the food of angels in heaven, and a stimulant to 
mortals on earth. It smooths down the asperities of human nature 
— Klines the breast with the velvet of sympathy — and gives'a silk- 
en coating to the rough exterior of humanity. To love ardently, 
deeply, devoutly, I acknowledge is sometimes painful ; neverthe* 
less it is a pleasant pain, attended with some delightful sensations. 
It is a kind of inward itching, which require-s the continual ezer« 
cise of scratching, and yet the irritation is never allayed. The 
more we scratch, the more we itch — and nothing but matrimony 
can serve as an effectual remedy — and that, in too many instances, 
is far worse than the disease. 

My friends — ^not to love is also painful. To have all our 
thoughts entombed in the dark sepulchre of selfishness, and our 
hopes lost in the cold mists of misanthropy, is about as bad as be- 
ing confined in a dungeon, to be fed with the fragments of one's 
former follies. The light of love, admitted through the windows 
of the heart, warms and nourishes the soil of the soul — causes 
the buds of benevolence to expand, and the capsules of charity 
to be filled with the ripe seeds of sympathy. Without the genial 
innocence of love, the bosom freezes and becomes as barren as a 
goose-pasture in winter. If a flower chances to bloom, it is des- 
titute of fragrance ; or, if it have any, it wastes its sweetness, as 
the poet says, upon the desert air. To be without love is like being 
without a fire in winter, a lamp at night, and a sun at mid-day. 
Hie heart that never loves is as hard as a brick-bat, as insensible 
as a pickled clam to all the finer feelings, and a stranger to every 
delightful emotion. An old bachelor, my friends, whose heart is 
never warmed with affection, is a miserable nobody in the world. 
He is as cold-blooded as a turtle, and looks as melancholy as a clam. 
His hopes die as soon as they begin to pin-feather — ^there is no 
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more Mntmieiit in his soul than there is nnisie in a eom-stalk fid- 
dle — ^his thoughts are wrapped up in the shroud of self — ^he knows 
not the pleasures attendant on the sexual amalgamation of souls-— 
his abode is fixed in the solitary wild of celibacy, where all is 
cheerless, comfortless, and dreary. There he lives, and there he 
dieiB, unhonored and unwept ; and when he is finally carried away 
by the current of time, we can only say, There goes another parcel 
of rubbish into the^^ of eternity! 

My hearers — it is painful to love, and painful not to love — 
painful anyhow you can ^ it ; but oh ! it is excruciating pain to 
love and not have it reciprocated ! To go to an extravagant outlay 
of affection, and then have it all wasted, or sent home as sour as^ 
swill, is enough to make a man tear his shirt or tread on his own 
corns. It's manslaughter for a girl to spurn a young chap's love, 
whe she knows that by so doing she drives the poor fellow to de- 
struction in a considerable of a hurry. It's murder in the first de- 
gree — ^if s cruelty to helpless animals — ^if s worse than skinning 
eels alive ; and any female guilty of such a wanton act ought to be 
courted by fiends during her life-time, and wedded to the devil at 
last. When any of you, my young male friends, get so tangled up 
with the object of your loves that you don't hardly know to which 
gender you belong, you know very well that you care a precious 
little who, what or how you are, so long as you remain in such a 
happy, pleasing perplexity ; but let the least .breeze of jealousy, 
doubt or disappointment blow, you straighten right out, like a dead 
frog. Your bosoms fill up with buttermilk and bitter meditations 
— ^your stomachs with bile, and your heads with suicidal ideas. 
You grow saturnine — get sick — ^neglect your business — and then, 
perhaps, to wind up the whole, admit the common atmosphere into 
^your gizzards with a dirk knife, or ventilate your brains' cell with 
a pistol. Oh 1 unreciprocated love has fed the jaws of Death with 
many a precious morsel of humanity ; and Cupid's arrow, which 
is said to tickle while it wounds, sometimes tickles pretty con- 
founded hard. Its head is often dipped in poison, and wo betake 
the poor victim it pierces ! I don't know, myself, exactly how a 
fellow feels when he loves almost to distraction, and then sudden- 
ly sees his adored flirting with, or wedded to, another ; but I sup- 
pose he feels at first as though a piece of ice was thrust under his 
shirt, and his bosom ready to collapse. He must endure the tor- 
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ments of the danmed, for a time at least ; and the <mly way in 
which he can heal his wounds, is to plaster them orer with the 
salye of forgetfulness, and swallow this consoling anodyne }*- 
* Hiere are yet as good fish in the sea as have ever been caught' 
My dear friends — ^if you were all to love one another, in a mo- 
derate, but sincere, christianlike way, you might be sure of being 
loyed, not only by your sister, woman, and your brother, man, but 
also by your Father, God. Then would peace,, haimony and hap- 
piness prevail upon earth, and joy among the angels of heaven. 
Then would our thorn-covered ways be turned to flowery lawns — 
then would the rank weeds of hatred put forth the sweet blossoms 
of friendship — and then might we all partake of the pleasures of 
love unpoisoned by pain. So mote it be ! 



ON THJE PRXSXNT DAT POSTS. 

Text. — ^I*ve genius, I*ve fame, 

I've friends without number. 
But the sound of my name 

ShaU not break on my slumber ; 
The harp that I sweep 

Shall rot in my grave ; 
Myf riends can but weep 

They never could save. 

Thou beautiful world ! 

Farewell ! and ye skies ! 
Your glory forever 

Must fade from my eyes ! 
And I must be hidden 

The cold erave within ! 
To be as a thing 

That never had been ! 

Mt dsar raiENDe — and foes, too, if I am blest with any ! — I fear 
that there may be some among you who don't understand me, and 
my preaching. What makes me think so, is, that a man stopped 
me in the street the other day, and told me that he thought my ser- ^ 
mons had a tendency to bring religion into ridicule. I at first shud* 
dered at the idea, and a sort of chill crawled up my trousers' legs 
like a bushel of spiders ; but I soon saw that the film of prejudice 
had grown pretty thick over the eyes of his understanding, and. . 
moreover, that he often slept during my preaehing ; or, in other. 
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words, he didn^ read my sermons enough to know more than a 
pteeiotis Utde about them. So I reasoned with him. I told him 
to examine carefully every one of my back discourses, and he 
would find that I neyer took a text from the Bible — ^never quoted 
from the scriptures — seldom or never referred to them — ^nor med- 
dled with religion in any way. This brought him to his milk a lit- 
tle, and he could only fiiad fault with the title, * Short Pfttent Ser- 
mons.' Now, my friends, let me tell you, I call my discourses 
Sermons, beeause I go on in a sermonizing strain with whatever 
subject my fancy pitches upon. A sermon is not necessarily con- 
fined to religion. I cannot call them Lectures, as lectures merely 
elucidate subjects, or speculate upon theories, without giving ad- 
. monition or friendly advice. I cannot call them Sentimental Cogi- 
tations, as such are not directed to an audience. I must have an 
audience to preach at ; and, thank my stars, I have a large one, 
and a resectable one. I call them Patent, because their style is 
peculiar to myself : inherent within me, and I can't help it. They 
are short, because they are not long. This explains the whole, and 
if anybody can point out a single sentiment of mine clashing with 
the sensibilities of a christian — ^making due allowances for the ec- 
centricities of my nature — ^I will forfeit my grey hairs to the ma- 
kers of fiddle-bows. 

■ My tenacious friends ! the words* that compose my text were 
the last ones uttered, said or sung by a disconsolate old bachelor. 
Who seemed to feel that the black curtain of death was about to 
drop between him and the gaze of an admiring world ; that his ta- 
lents and virtues were soon to be buried in the deep sea of obli- 
vion, unpicked by memory, and never to be fished up by the grap- 
pling irons of recollection. He was disconsolate, because he 
knew that he had genius, fame and popularity, and that his friends 
without number would allow all these to sink into forgetfulness, 
soon after he himself had taken his leave, and become as a mere 
nothing that never had been. Yet the death-tone of his harp 
breathed melody, and put forth blossoms even in the cold Decem- 
ber of the tomb ! It was his bad fortune, my friends, to be a mo- 
dern poet — ^to have a few tears wasted on his grave, and then re- 
membered no more. When a minstrel dies at the present day, his 
harp is buried to rot with him ; and the clod-worm dissevers its 
strings while feeding on his once-devoted heart. It is not suffered 
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to hang upon the cjrpress and re-echo the etrains it once gave out. 
No — ^it goes to blue ruin as soon as the fingers that swept it have 
crumbled to dust. There was a time, my hearers, when poetry 
was thought to exude from the pen of inspiration ; afterward the 
summit of Parnassus was barely accessible to the strongest pin- 
ions of genius ; and poets walked out of the world surrounded by 
an inextinguishable blaze of glory — but, now-a-days, minstrelsy 
is as common as shad in April, and thought not half so much of. 
Every school-boy can write poetry now ; and the flowers of senti* 
ment that decorate the lyres of our greatest bards, are nothing more 
than artificial ones, in imitation of those that bloomed in the gar- 
dens which the Muses planted in days of yore. The girdle of 
Apollo has been worn thread-bare in the service of the Nines, 
and it is now no longer fit to gird up the loins of a penny rh3rme- 
ster. A body might as well think of revolutionizing the world 
with Bennett's Herald, as to suppose he can gain immortality by 
scribbling verses. I tell you, my friends, poetry at the present 
day is no go. It is nothing but brushwood on fire. It blazes up 
for a moment, then dies in smoke, and all its genius, brightness, 
and beauty, is left to smoulder in its embers. When a poet dies, 
his name and his fame die with him. He jumps right off from the 
highest cliff of ambition, down, down into the unfathomable gulf 
of nonentity ! He gives one Kick, and the circling waves of sym- 
pathy extend to his nearest friends and relatives, but no further. 
Even their tears soon become dried, and memory loses the way to 
his silent abode.' f 

My hearers — ^had not the subject of my text been an old bache- 
lor, he might have been remembered by a few, at least ; but as it 
was, he left not a morsel of himself behind him, in the shape of 
posterity ; and there is no wonder that, when about to depart, he 
felt as though he should become nothing more than the substance 
of a bursted-up dream. My friends ! never write poetry for fame; 
for if you do, you will get about as large a quantity of it as you 
would of gold by skinning a rainbow. Write it for amusement, 
only, or not at all — ^that's the way I do. Gret married, above all 
things — for there is nothing like matrimony to prevent a thousand 
useless germs of poetry from sprouting in the heart. The death 
of every old maid or bachelor is always attended with horror, 
mortification and fear — and there is no knowing where snc^ 
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people go to. Don't wed yourselyes to the Muses, but wed to one 
another* and prevent being wedded forever to wo. So mote it be ! 



WINE — SJULVERT. 

. Text. — ^Fill high the bowl with Samian wine ! 

Our virgins dance beneath the shade — 
I see their glorious black eyes shine ; 

But, gazing on each glowing maid 
My own the burning tear-drop laves * 

To think such breasts must suckle slaves. 

Mr Hearers — ^these are the words of my friend Lord Bjrron, 
whom < a few gin' and a too hasty pursuit after glory put into the 
grave in the midst of years. He was fond not only of gin, but of 
filling high the bowl with Samian wine for the fun of seeing it 
lower a little ; but these, with the assistance of a woman or two, 
an excess of poetry, and a peculiar kind of burnt-up patriotism, 
proved his ruin. Therefore, my friends, if you would escape his 
fate, avoid his follies. Gin, wine and women are well enough 
with a proper and temperate indulgement ; but considerable dan- 
ger attends the first partaking — ^there is no knowing what it may 
lead to, as the blind beggar said of his untrained dog, and while 
the lady dogs were seducing him from his proper path. The text 
says. Fill high the bowl with Samian wine ; but don't you do it 
Fill it with no kind of wine : neither Samian, Port, Sherry. Ma- 
deira, Tenerifife, nor Claret ; for there is a little devil quietly sleep- 
ing at the bottom of every wine-cup, who, when disterbed by even 
a drop, is the very devil of all devils. 

My friends — ^the text also says, Our virgins dance beneath the 
shade. Yes, they dance beneath the wide-spreading shade of the 
tree of liberty ; but it isn't in consequence of Samian wine or any 
other manufactured excitement that they dance, laugh and sing, 
and * come the extras.' No, it is the natural elasticity of youth- 
hood that causes them to hop up and down, wriggle about and pro- 
menade round, combined with the enlivening influences of free- 
dom's atmosphere, and a desire to attract the attention of young 
fellows. Methinks I see, as well as friend Byron, their glorious 
black eyes shine ; but they shine only with the lustre of Nature's 
pure varnish. They need none of the extra touches of artificial 

stimulants to increase their brilliancy. They glisten, like the 
2* 
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8tai8 of heaven, not from itny borrowed light, but from an inhe- 
rent fire of their own — and they are bound to shine, like a book 
with a red cover and gilt edges. 

My hearers — ^I don't know as there is any occasion for crying, 
to think that the breasts of these beautiful virgins must suckle 
slaves. We are all slaves ! Although in a world of comparative 
freedom, and in a land of outrageous liberty, we were born to be 
slaves ; and death alone can emancipate us. We are slaves to one 
another, to circumstances, and to habit. Man enslaves his fellow 
man throughout the world. The man of wealth is considered the 
tyrant, and one of Freedom's pets; and yet he is slave to his own 
slaves : and, worse than all, a slave to more care and anxiety of 
mind than a bondsman, serf, or a contented negro upon a southern 
plantation, ever thought of. The fact is, there is a certain supe- 
riority, either of genius, talent, natural capability, or something 
else, that puts one man above another — to say nothing of the pow- 
er of gold — and those that are under must contrive the best way 
they can to keep their corns from being trodden upon. We are 
all stud3dng and trying hard to get up at the head of the class ; and 
yet mawkish Philanthropy is continually shedding crocodile tears 
for those at the foot, just as if it couldn't be right that ant onk 
should be there ! Oh, world, world ! — ^what a world ! Oh, man 
man 1 — ^how good and pure thou art in precept, but how rottenly 
corrupt in practice ! I know that human nature wants refiniuj 
more than a tpad wants wings ; but it is not in my power, nor i 
the breeches ofiluiy living mortal, to do it ; and he that attempts i 
might as well pull at a bush and try to make the earth perform 
retrograde revolution. 

My friends — ^I am disgusted with my fellow kind — and my ow 
preaching in particular. So mote it be ! 



ADVICE GRATIS. 

Text.—-* Fret not thy gizzard.' 

Mt Heabx&s — ^fortitude, patience, and perseverance, are the oo 
team-horses capable of dragging the lumbering car of man's hop 
through the marsh of misfortune. Fretting, flinching, cursing, 
swearing can no more extricate erne from difficulty than a ail 
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shad can release itself from the fisherman's net by idle flapping 
and floundering. When a man finds himself in the midst of thoma 
and briars of trouble, the only way for him is to step cautiously 
and feel his road through them with the utmost care; but if he fret, 
fluster and bluster, he is sure to effect nothing more than lacerate 
his bosom and tear his trousers When he perceives that his feel- 
ings are beginning to ferment, through irritation, he ought to keep 
a small air-hole open to his heart, not only to admit the pure oxy- 
gen of reason, but also to allow the gas of excitement to escape by 
d^^rees — else he might burst his barrel of forbearance, and lose in 
a moment some of the sweetest and best of life's cider. 

My friends — ^when your cobweb fabrics of anticipation are swept 
away by the storms of ill-fortune, there is no more use in fretting 
your gizzards about it than there is in a young female victim of se- 
duction trying to stick the fragments of virtue together with tears 
of repentance. To fret and chafe about trifies, like a tender school 
boy when first imtiated into the mysteries of a flannel shirt, is as 
nonsensical as it is useless. Maintain your ground manfully 
against the assaults of petty ills, and in due time you will not 
heed them half as much as the buzz of an October mosquito; 
otherwise you will probably learn by experience that there is such 
a thing as rubbing a pimple till you produce an ulcer. In the hour 
of adversity, for assistance call upon Fortitude — ^that bold nymph 
of the rock, whose dauntless spirit bears the beating storm and 
bitter winds that howl around her — ^whose breast braves the burst- 
ing waves and who bears the dread thunder with a soul as unsha- 
ken as a carpet in a lawyer's office. Yes, my friends, instead of 
fretting your gizzards when a boding cloud skirts the horizon of 
your hopes, you ought to have philosophy about you sufficient to 
know that, although the coming shower may wet your jackets, it 
renders the earth fruitful, and bountifully contributes to your wants 
and necessities. Satan himself, when he was kicked out of hea- 
ven into the regions of darkness and wo, was too much of a man 
to whine and fret at his fate. He bore it like a hero, and eonsoled 
hhnself with the reflection that it were * better to reign in hell 
than to serve in heaven.' Exercise patience, and the thick iSaatM 
of misfortune that bedim your future prospects will disperse the 
sooner : push ahead with perseverance, unmindful of triffing an- 
noyances, and every bud in your bosoms that threatens to disclose 
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a thistle, will bloom a rose ; but this worrying and fretting when 
circumstances clash with one's fond desires, is like brushing a bea- 
ver against the nap — the more you attempt to smooth the rougher 
it grows. 

My dear friends — ^I am almost induced to believe that some 
people, instead of being supplied with hearts, have nothing but 
gizzards filled with grit and gravel. They appear to have just 
dined upon pebbles and iron filings, and always laboring under the 
influence of indigestion. Nothing goes right with them — every* 
thing is wrong. The milk of mercy sours upon their stomachs — 
they turn up their noses at the sweets of salvation — ^they spit in 
the hand of charity — spurn friendly solicitude — and care no more 
for soft soap and sympathy than a dog does for a dollar. All they 
wish is to be allowed the privilege of fretting, undisturbed by 
friend or foe — ^unchecked by fear, and unswayed by favor. They 
fret for fear the morrow may not be brighter than golden to-day : 
they fret because others are cheerful and contented with their 
lots : and they oftentimes fret merely because they can find noth- 
ing of importance to fret about. Let them go on fretting till they 
have arrived at the end of life's journey, and lam inclined to 
think they will eventually find that they have fretted to no pur- 
pose. There is no doubt but they would find fault with the ar- 
rangements of heaven, were they allowed to enter, — and thus go 
on fretting from everlasting to everlasting. As for me, I put up 
with the beatings and tumblings of this mortal existence as quietly 
as a feather-bed; and I trust that most of you, my worthy hear- 
ers, are blest with the same happy dispotition. 

Young man ! — ^if you find an occasional bramble of disappoint- 
ment in the blosscun-f ringed path of youth, * fret not thy gizzard' 
— ^for, whatever is, is undoubtedly for the best. If your parents 
endeavor to restrain you from paddling in the putrid pools of ini- 
quity, or forbid your travelling the road that leads to rum-shops 
and ruin, * fret not thy gizzard.' If you discover thorns amidst the 
roses of love — ^a few bitter dregs at the bottom of pleasure's spark- 
ling cup : if the season of manhood brings with it irritating soli- 
citude and anxiety, and thus tumbles a cart-load of cares at your 
door, < fret not thy gizzard ;' for all your grumbling will have>no 
more effect than petitioning congress to have eternity widened 
Look»my friends, upon the bright side of everything, and fancy tb 
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you are happy, whether you are really so or not. When the hatch- 
el-teath of trouble encompass the heart, keep ae quiet as eircumstan- 
ees will permit ; for the more you writhe and twist, the more sharp- 
ly you are pricked. Always try to keep the lamp of hope burning 
in the dark dungeons of your bosoms, and the demons of doubt 
will never haunt them. Face eyery ill with the boldness of a lion 
— ^bear up with christian fortitude beneath the heavy burden of 
affliction — be merciful, kind and benevolent to your fellow crea- 
tures — and angels of light and loveliness will volunteer to act as 
your pioneers through the untracked and unbounded wilderness of 
the future. So mote it be ! 



USELESS REPINING — ^WOMAN — ^VERMONT. 

Text. — ^Let those who will repine at fate, 

And droop their heads with sorrow ; 
I laugh when cares upon me wait — 

I know they'll leave to-morrow. 
My purse is light, but what of that ? 

My heart is light to match it ; 
And, if I tear my only coat, 

I laugh the while I patch it. 

Mt Hearers — ^what is the use of being sad ?— -closing the window 
shutters of the soul's tenement against the sunlight of joy — espe- 
cially when the world without is so bright and cheerful ? Look 
out upon the smiling creation and partake of that spirit of glad- 
ness which was intended to pervade all of Nature's works. Even 
though you anticipate troubles at hand, sing and be merry, like 
tree-toads before a thunder storm ; and their visits will scai'cely 
be heeded. Murmuring never healed a wound nor eased a pain, 
except when one frets himself to death. Contrive to keep cares 
out of the bosom. When a few of these annoying insects once 
get there, they breed faster than bedbugs in June, and eat holes in 
the heart large enqugh for rats to run through. If botherations 
beset me, I make myself easy, knowing full well they will leave 
on the morrow : if sorrow comes to seek lodging in my bosom's 
bed-chamber, I tell her I am all full, and a few over ; and besides, 
I don't accommodate any of her sort — ^laugh at her for supposing 
she can come in with a bad shilling, and off she goes. Sorrow 
cant bear to be laughed at. If my pockets should happen to ba 
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light, I wouldn't load my heart with lead ; and if, tmfortunately.t 
should burst my trousers in straining to lift too big a bag full of 
riches, I should get them mended, and think no more about it. 
Cheer up, ye sad and disconsolate ! — your grum phizzes are enough 
to frighten happiness over half a dozen fences — ^put clean shirts 
upon your souls — scour up your thoughts — ^let Imagination gather 
daily fresh garlands from paradise ; and permit Fancy to throw a 
few of her favorite flowers upon the altar of hope. In a word, 
be determined not to care for Care, and you will find the world a 
great deal smoother than it looks to be. 

TiXT. — ^When woman's eye grows dull, 

And her cheek paleth. 
When fades the beautiful. 

Then man's love faileth : 
He sits not beside her chair, 

Clasps not her fingers. 
Twines not her damp hair 

That o'er her brow lingers. 

My Hearers — ^the above is the opinion of a woman who, no doubt, 
suffered from neglect as her personal charms decayed. We all know 
very well that beautiful objects are favored with lots of love, while 
others less comely receive but a slight tribute of respect. We love 
birds and flowers, because they are fair to behold : and hate hop- 
toads and dry mullen-stalks for their ugliness, notwithstanding one 
may be just as good as another. A child loves a kitten while it is 
young, pretty and playful ; but when it grows up to a coarse and 
grave grimalkin, it ceases to be caressed. A little blue-eyed lass, 
with silken locks, ruby lips and cheeks like roses, we cannot help 
but love, and can scarce refrain from pressing her to our bosom ; 
but who would think of hugging a dried-up old granny ? Love, 
like a butterfly, lights only upon blossoms ; and when these begin 
to fade, it disappears. It is as true as the book of Absalom, and 
there is no use in any one denying it, that when wedded woman's 
eye grows dull — when her cheek becomes pale — when the figures 
of Time's C3rphering begin to show on her face, and when her out- 
ward attractions have fallen off— that man's love faileth. Yes, it 
fails so much as it depends upon what is beautiful in the flesh to 
support it He don't fondle her then as he used to once ; nor kisf 
her upon the same * high pressure system' as before. He dor 
put his arms around her, and call her his turtle dove, his duek^ ^ 
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primrose, his lilly of the valley, his sweet cider, and all that sort 
of sentiment ; but contents himself with considering her his ' old 
woman,' and, probably, a kind, dntifnl and affectionate wife. 
But, dear woman — ^you, in whom the heavenly virtues shine ! — 
when destroying years shall have de-decorated your person, the 
amaranthine flowers that grace the garden of your mind, will still 
continue to bloom and brighten in the light of man's love. When 
you shall be laid on a bed of sickness — ^when you gradually de- 
cline to the tomb—when the world looks dark and dreary — ^when 
your strength fails — ^when physic fails, and your eyes are about to 
be closed in death — ^there are two things that won't fail. These 
are eternal hope and man's undying love ! You may depend upon 
that, good woman. 

Text. — Glory to old Vermont ! she stands 

Where Freedom's star hath never set ; 
Thouffh dim its lieht on other lands> 
It shines upon ner mountains yet. 

Mt Hearers — shout glory to old Vermont ! she is one of the most 
glorious of the glorious Twenty-Sixes. Her everlasting green 
mountains are emblematical of her evergreen mondity. There the 
folks don't drink any more rum than they want, nor stay away 
from church oftener.than they choose. The boys never swear, 
except by the great jumping Moses, and the girls never allow 
themselves to be kissed till after marriage. There the parent riv- 
ers sing of freedom, and the baby brooks prattle of liberty. There 
the Star of Freedom never sets. It has been rising for half a cen- 
tury, and it isn't now more than a hundred feet above Camel's 
Rump. Shout for old Vermont — the land of long-legged women 
and fine-wooled sheep ! She is chock-full of freedom — so full that 
she spills over into the laps of her sister states. Look ! yonder, 
my friends, flows the noble Hudson — ^the pure juice of freedom, 
fresh from the borders of old Vermont ; and yonder moves the 
majestic Connecticut — ^the very liquor of liberty flowing from the 
same fountain ! Hope and pray, my friends, that the time won't 
be long coming when not only the benighted and enslaved region 
of Manhattan, but the whole world, shall experience those bless- 
ings and liberties which so glorify, illuminate, and beautify old 
Yermont. Pray powerfully. So mote it be ! 
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OM CRUXLTT TO ANIMALS. ^ 

TxzT.— As I walked out by the liffht of the moon» 
' So merrily singing this old tune, 

I came across a big raccoon 

A-sittinjf on a rail, 
And sleeping very sound. 

At this old 'coon I long'd to peep» 
Because he was so fast asleep ; 
So up to him I gently creep, 
And catch him by the tail. 
And pull him on the ground. 

Mt Hsarxrs — ^we find it recorded on the page of sacred history, 
that man shall hold dominion over the beasts of the field and the 
fowls of the air — and so he does, with a vengeance that is sick* 
ening to mercy, revolting to humanity, and frightening to crows. 
What is man more than a *coon that he should set his arms akim- 
bo, and stick his elbows clear through both sides of creation, ex- 
claiming : The whole earth is mine, and all that inherit it must 
succumb to the puissance of the almighty mandate of my will ? 
Yes, I ask, why is it that he should do this, while the very worms 
at his feet are peeping from the clouds and laughing him to scorn, 
saying : Old chap, you may crow and triumph in your vanity, but 
the time will come when we will make oatmeal of you and your 
household, just as we have breakfasted upon the flesh of your 
forefathers. Man is nothing more than a lump of dirt in the scale 
of animated nature, and when he dies he mingles his ashes with 
those of the reptiles of the earth ; and I feel well assured that 
even Professor Silliman himself could not pick out two particles 
of once-organized dust, and swear that this is reptiferous and that 
human. It is true that man is endowed with intellect and reason, 
which is denied the beasts; but this only adds a thicker coat of 
shame to the disgrace of wantonly molesting or torturing them 
while they are quietly snoozing in the comfortable lap of Nature 
who provides for them with maternal tenderness and care, as being 
her first-born, and legitimately entitled to her love and protection. 
If cats and dogs do sometimes come to tooth and claw with each 
other, and kick up bloody rows, we can forgive them, because 
they know no better ; but for reasoning man to purposely crush 
the insects in his path beneath his high-heeled boots of arrogance* 
or to annoy dumb animals in any manner, is wholly inexcusable. 
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and h» ought to suffer for it. He should take k lesson from what 
Uncle Toby said when he opened the window and told the poor 
fly to go, for the world was wide enough for him and it. Why, 
my friends, I believe that 'coons, skunks and 'possums are the true 
aborigines of America — the real natives of Columbia's soil — ^that 
they have a better right to its unlimited possession than either you 
or I have ; and it is a hard case that they should be chopped up 
and made soup of by a blood-thirsty race of savage-civilized, car- 
nivorous, two-legged beings. 

My friends — ^this venerable old 'coon alluded to in my text, it 
appears, was soundly sleeping upon his favorite rail, in the silvery 
light of the moon, and, perchance, sweetly dreaming of his lady- 
love who was far, far away. There he was, quietly reposing in 
his own valley of contentment, while the wings of the zephyrs 
brushed the balmy dew-drops from the leaves of his chestnut pil- 
low — aye, upon the very spot which contained the bones of his 
ancestors, and which had been bequeathed him by the God of Na- 
ture. He felt himself secure upon his elevated couch, and yet, 
whenever he thought upon his latter end, he was fearful that there- 
by hung a tale, which might prove a plague to his peace : and so 
it turned out — ^for, ere the midnight moon had reached the climax 
of her ambition, a wandering loafer, full of wine, mirth and mis- 
chief, crept slyly up, and laying hold of the posterioral ornament 
of the poor defenceless 'coon, hauled him upon the ground and 
abused him in such a ruffianly manner, that he was glad to escape 
with a bunged eye and a bloody nose. What business had he to 
pull the inoffensive 'coon by the tail while his carcase was unpro- 
tected by his senses, which were drowned in oblivious slumber ? 
How would you, my friends, like to be served in the same way ? 
Ah 1 you would squeal for vengeance, and invoke ten thousand 
curses upon the head of him who did it. Such inhumanity is 
steeped in the deepest dye of censure, and places a contemptible 
grease-spot upon the bright escutcheon of a civilized community. 
It appears to me that because the sins of the human race are visit- 
ed upon after generations, you want to make innocent 'coons be- 
come responsible for a portion of them, since they have no iniqui- 
ties of their own to answer for. 0, shame, where didst thou get 
so much cheek ! 

But, my dear friends, this poor, per/secuted old 'coon is still liv- 
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ing in the sunshine of a wide-spread fame and undying h<mor. 
While his brethren are every day falling victims to relentless poli* 
ticians, and the skins of his kindred hang perching on the gabli 
ends of log cabins, he is allowed to roam abroad in the green com 
field of freedom, venerated and respected by all. When the timi 
shall draw nigh for him to take his grey hairs down to the grav) 
in peace, he will glory in the consolation that, although he one^ 
lost a comfortable snooze by a walloping, still he gained immort%;j 
renown by a cruel and unjust persecution. Beware, my friend^ 
how you torment creatures beneath you because they are not ei^ 
dowed with the gift of the gab, and have no way of manifesting 
all the tortures they feel. I shall raise my leather-lined lung^ in 
their defence, I shan't even permit you to treat them as you do 
one another ; for they are worthy of more respect and decency. 
As my friend Mr. Morris would say, so say I : Old 'coon, while 
I've a hand to save, a loafer shall harm thee not ; and I c^er the 
same protection to the whole quadruped kingdom, from a titmouse 
up to the behemoth himself. 

My friends— wherever you make tracks upon the sandy desert 
of life, let Mercy lead you with her rosy bands of love, and your 
paths to the grave shall not be wholly barren, neither shall the 
sun of existence go down in the midst of the dark, boding cloufbi 
of doubt. So mote it be ! 



LOVE PREFERBEO TO FAME. 

Text. — Give me the boon of love ! 

Fame's trumpet strains deparf; 
But love's sweet lute breathes melody 

That lingers in the heart ; 
And the scroll of fame will burn 

When sea and earth consume, ' 

But the rose of Jove in a happier sphere, 

Will live in deathless bloom ! 

'r 

Mt Hearers — pure love, without licentiousness or sensuality, ig > 
manufactured by the angels in heaven expressly for this terrestrial' 
market. It is a glorious thing for us that a friendly intercourse vl" 
stiU maintained in relation to this indispensable commodity ; f<w^l 
without love, we should be as morose and miserable as an old mttiA' 
without tea. It keeps the heart moist with the genial dews of al« 
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f eetioii — Dresden soft and pliable the putty of pity--«nd calls up 
spirits of eompassion from the vasty deep of human selfishness. 
I know tiiere are some who prefer fame to love — ^who had rather 
plunge headlong into perdition with the world's applause, than 
push for paradise alone and unnoticed. But, my friends, why 
should they make a fever in the brain and set their blood boiling 
for the sake of gaining a wreath whose green leaves shall but de« 
corate a withered brow, and wave above a bosom barren in peace 
and comfort ? Give me the boon of love ! I had much rather ' lay 
off' and bask in the warm sunshine of affection, than be led by 
crazy ambition to the top of the mountain, where cold winds rave 
and everlasting snows encompass. Oh, I had rather lean upon a 
breast that beats responsive to mine, and feast upon kisses, than 
sit pavillioned upon a kingly throne, and be pricked by the pins of 
care, an object of fear and favor, but not of love. 

My friends — ^renown is but a hollow, sound that echoes through 
the silent halls of death, where it dies away, and is heard no more 
The path of fame is a dreary and dangerous one — ^now leading 
through a gloomy vale of disappointment, and now bordering upon 
precipices and dangerous chasms, down which one may tumble ere 
he is aware of it, and break himself into so many pieces that 
while one eye was hunting after his nose the other could go to 
sleep for an hour and wake up in time to see it properly adjusted. 
One single wild flower plucked from the path of love — no matter 
how lowly or hmnble it may be— looks prettier and smells sweeter 
than the brightest blossom that ambition ever culled from the hot- 
liouse of fame. There is as much difference between the two as 
there is between a toadstool and the handsomest hollyhocks that 
grow spontaneously upon the outskirts of heaven. O, then give 
me the boon of love ! The will-o-wisp of fame shines at a dis- 
tance with a cold, phosphorescent glow amid the fogs of doubt and 
uncertainty ; but the light of love is near and cheering. It gra* 
dually warms a person all over, from one extremity to the other — 
thaws out feelings of tenderness that have lain congealed in a 
long winter of misanthropy — and, every now and then, drops ft 
new spark upon the tinder of his affections. One tender glance 
from the bright eye of beauty, in a cold day, will throw calorie 
enough into the soul to keep the body warm for a week ; and our 
thermometers of joy and pleasure wUl stand upon an average at 
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fever heat. But the flame of glory, my friends, bumr fitfully and 
ficorchingly for a few moments upon the funeral pyre of man's 
happiness, and then leaves him surrounded hy the midnight dark- 
ness of the tomb. 

My dear friends — give me but the boon of love, and I will ask 
no other. There is no more music in the wild, harsh trxmipet- 
strains of fame than there is in a woman's whistling. They re- 
sound for awhile over mountain and plain, rousing toads, lizards, 
and loafers to peep from their holes in wonder and astonishmant 
— and then they depart for ever : but the soft, sweet lute of love 
breathes heaven-born melody, that lingers in the bosom when be- 
reft of all other enjoyment, and causes the heart-strings to vibrate 
with joy even at the door of the tomb. When the snows of age 
shall settle upon us, and life's landscape looks sad and dreary — 
when the songs of mirth and jollity have ceased to please — ^the 
recollection of love's early music will awaken such pleasing 
echoes in our bosoms as shall oft cause us to forget that we are 
old and are not able to properly appreciate what we so lavishly ' 
admire. Hiough the winter of our existence shall have set in 
upon us, and the trees of our youth shall have been stripped of 
their verdure, the leaves of love will start forth anew in the warm 
sun of memory ; and they will flourish for a short time as fresh 
and fair as though they were not soon, soon to be destroyed by 
the frosts of forgetfulness. 

My hearers — seek not for fame. Its scroll will be burnt to ashes, 
when the dust of your bodies shall mingle with its original dust ; 
but seek for love — ^for that abideth for ever. When this world of 
ours shall be shipwrecked upon the unknown shore of eternity — 
when combustion shall take place, and all things perish amid the 
sinful wreck of matter — ^Love, immortal Love, shall phoenix-like 
rise from her ashes, and wing her way to those realms of glory, * 
where Honor has no seal — where Fame is stript of her laurels-^ ' 
and where the steam of Ambition is blown off for ever. Look for' 
the rose of love, my friends — ^place it in your bosoms — water it' 
with the tears of aflection — and it will never fade. Its perfume 
will never be exhausted — ^its leaves will never fall — and not »'* 
petal will wither. It will continue in deathless bloom through 
the countless ages of eternity, in a better sphere than thiii|^ 
that is to say, if it is never exposed to the storm of negleeli^ 
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nor wilted before the burning blaze of dissipation. So mote it 
be! 



ON FATIXNCS. 

TfiXT. — ^Be patient, oh be patient ! pat your ear against the earth ; 
Listen then how noiselessly the germ o* the seed has birth; 
How noiselessly and gently it upheaves its little way. 
Till it parts the scarcely broken ground, and the blade 
• stands up in the day ! 

Mr Hearers — ^there is nothing like Patience to put a man through 
the world easy and gently — ^without tearing his clothes, chafing 
the skin, or ruffling the fine feathers of the spirit. It is the foun- 
dation of much moral philosophy, and a component part of wis- 
dom. If you lack patience, you are wanting in wisdom ;• like the 
fellow who killed his hen to get the eggs, instead of giving her 
time to lay them. Time must be allowed for eYer3rthing. Whe- 
ther it is allowed or not. Time will have his own way ; and he 
cares no more for our hurrjrings and worryings than a steam loco- 
motive does for the yelpings of a yellow dog. Time was taken 
and patience exercised in the making of this beautiful world we 
are permitted to pollute, and all its starry accompaniments Had 
a mortal been empowered and trusted with the work (if he didn't 
work by the day) he would have crowded a six days' job into 
three — and a pretty mess, indeed, he would have made of it. The 
whole machinery would be for ever getting out of order ; and it 
would cost more for repairs than the entire establishment were 
worth. But, as it is now, planned by a head only capable of the 
wisest conceptions, and executed by a hand that never can err, we 
have everything just as it should be ; and not even the most self- 
consequential infidel dare suggest any improvement upon the fa- 
brication. I have sometimes wondered in my meditative, and I 
may say, wicked moments, how the Omnipotent himself could have 
accomplished such a magnificent work, and produced such perfec« 
tion, in the short space of six days ! — sixty would hardly bring it 
in the scope of human comprehension. It seems well that man 
was the last object created. Had he been given a being with the 
universe in its unfinished state, his impatience never would have 
allowed it a proper time for completion ; and he would have been 
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Qonstantly suggesting alterations and imptoyements. He would 
say, Make the moon a little brighter, and let it always be foil, 
without the possibility of change — put an extra touch on the sun, 
and make it rise alwa3rs at a certain hour, the year round — ^better 
fix it so as to have it rain after folks have gone to bed, and cease 
when they get up in the morning — and all such nonsense. Well, 
it seems, I repeat, that man wasn't created till all other things were 
made — ^that he was awakened out of an anterior eternity, not to 
view and find fault with certain parts of an unfinished world, but 
to behold and admire the perfection, beauty and magnificence of 
the whole. 

My friends — ^under all circumstances, keep cool, be easy, and 
have patience. Fidgeting and hitching about with the restlessness 
of a monkey with a sore bottom, never can < hurry up the cakes' 
of anticipation. They will come when they are ready, and not 
before. Ponder over the pictures of patience in the book of nature. 
See how patiently and silently the seed workfi underground for a 
season, and then puts forth its blades, green leaves, buds and blos- 
soms in all their pride and glory. So it is with the seeds of 
thought : they must lie buried for a time in the bosom — ^have a 
silent undergrowth — ere they can bloom beautifully with words or 
produce apples of gold. Observe the spider : see how by patience, 
perseverance, and drawing a thread at a time, he weaves a won- 
drous fabric. Look at the ant : he lugs but a grain of matter at 
once, and yet by patient industry he makes a young mountain. 
And the jackass : he beareth his burthen with meekness and ha« 
mility — knowing that kindness and condescension will go farther 
towards getting him a good supper than the uttermost amount of 
obstinacy. 

My friends — ^be patient. Purposes that require weeks or months 
for their fulfilment never can be accomplished in a day ; and the 
mightiest of efforts, like the acorn in the ground, must be permit^ 
ted a proper time to germinate, grow, and arrive at gigantic grest-^ 
ness. So mote it be ! 

f 

ON DISCORD. 

Tbzt. — ^Discord ever haunts with hideous mien. 

Those dire abodes where Hymen once has been. 

Mt HiARUUh-theie is no sweet without its bitter-«~no plaasuMi 
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without its pain— and, morally speaking, no bannony without ita 
discord. In the midst of the world's most harmonious music, the 
harsh tones of discord grate upon the ear, and make one feel about 
as uncomfortable as does the sound of a fire-shoyel when rubbed 
over the gritty surface of a stone hearth. It is true there are a 
few habitations on this crustaceous globe where the children "of 
Harmony reside, and from whence we are greeted with dulcet 
strains, as smooth and as oily as the silvery notes of an angel's 
lute ; but these, combined with the wretched janglings of the world 
at large, make music as hideous as Fra Diavolo played upon a tin 
whistle, and accompanied with a string of sleigh-bells. Many, 
who pretend to be sharp-sighted enough to see through a brickbat 
in a cloudy night, cannot discover but that an unison of feeling 
and of motive bind a man to his brother man in all civilized and 
enlightened communities ; but I tell you, my friends, that selfish- 
ness, ambition and avarice have rusted many of the brightest links 
in the social chain, and deadened the haimony of its reverberations. 
My dear friends — apart from the general conflict that agitates 
the human family, there is a domestic discord more disagreeable 
and more to be dreaded than any other. It haunts the deserted 
castles of love, where H3nnen once sang the songs of gladness and 
joy. It jars the happiness of multitudes who are fastened firmly 
in the matrimonial cage, and renders life to them a series of per- 
plexities and wo. When I see two congenial hearts wedded toge- 
ther in feeling, sympathy and love — ^two souls blended in one, like 
the calm meeting of two peaceful streams in a flowery vale — ^it 
does really appear as though they would never be disturbed by any^ 
of the conflicting storms that sweep over the world and beat in 
upon the domestic peace of human families. All with them is joy 
and rapture. Not a cloud mars the blue heaven of their enjoyment 
— the atmosphere that surrounds them is scented with kisses and 
cologne — every passing breeze whispers of connubial love — and' 
where one flower fades upon the bush of indulgence, two more* 
are expanding in the dews of reciprocal affection, and promise gay 
blossoms for the morrow. But, oh, my friends ! how soon are 
these delightful extravagances banished from the sight ! What a 
change too frequently comes over the scene, even before the last' 
horn of the honey-moon has disappeared ! — and such a change, as* 
Byron might remark--^ night and darkness, devour it up for evwl- 
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What was before all light and lovelineBs, is suddenly ebanged to 
gloom and sorrow — ^that which was harmony has become discord 
— and the downy pillow of peace is crammed fidl of the thorns of 
discontent. Jarril^gs, bickerings, frettings, scoldings and upbraid- 
ings make a bedlam of the bower of love, and frighten pleasQre 
far beyond the pale of its precincts. With the unhappy couple it 
is now you will and now you won't — ^you? shall and you shan*t — 
and you'll catch it if you don't : whereas, but a little while before, 
the one would have been willing to wade through a sea of soap- 
fat to comply with the wishes of the other. I know how the mat* 
ter lies, my friends. When a young fellow and girl love each other 
sincerely and truly, all they want is satisfaction, as the duellists 
say. Well, after they have been married a month or two they get 
satisfaction — and yet for all this they are more dissatisfied than 
ever. Instead of holding on to each others' hands while travel- 
ling down life's slippery road, they sometimes separate, and one 
fells into one ditch, and the other into the pther, where they lie 
unnoticed by the world, and hardly recognized by the hogs. Thus 
Discord dwells in the habitation of Hymen, and slackens every 
concordant string of the human heart. 

My hearers — if you would like to be more particularly informed 
of the original name of Discord, I can onJy say that this she-mon- 
ster's native place is said to be far on the frontiers of the Infernal 
Regions, near that dark and gloomy shore upon which the waves 
of Chaos dash their sulphuric brine. Here, high upon a craggy 
cliff that received mighty thunders upon its front, and never dodged 
at lightning, was the fiend originally bound by an enormous brazen 
chain. She used to sometimes set up such hideous yells that the 
tide dare not come in for eight-and-f orty hours ; and Night would 
even turn pale with fear. She had a thousand ugly mouths, and 
each had twenty clamorous tongues. She would tear her own en- 
trails with her wild-cat claws, and pull the snaky hair from her 
horrid head. The breath she belched forth caused whirlwinds^ 
tornadoes and tempests ; and her fierce, glaring eyes looked like ft 
couple of fiery comets burning in their bloody circles. A thousand 
lesser monsters waged war around her, and kept up a continual 
hubbub, to the everlasting annoyance of the demons of darkness* 
that slept in the dungeons of death below. The terrible creatiire,L 
Discord, my friends, in a fit of distraction at last broke loose, and' 
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went sll over creation with the speed of a detadied locomotive 
under a full headway of steam, and has ever since been kicking 
up a dust all along the highway of man's social peace; and the 
only way to tame her in^>etnous spirit is to play her some gentle 
air upon the harp of fraternal love, in a strain ol christian meek- 
ness. This alone can subdue her ; and if you have a mind to tiy 
it, ril bet a year's salary to a tin sixpence that harmony, love and 
brotherly kindness will prevail* where now discord, death and the 
devil bear sway. 

My dear friends — ^you may disagree, dispute and wrangle aa 
much as you see fit, but it will be only for a short time longer. 
You may separate from your partners, your families, and from 
each other ; but you must recollect that you must, ere long, be 
brought to a focus in that narrow tenement, the grave, where 
black and white, friends and foes, amalgamate indiscriminately. 
Be prepared, then, for the doom, and behave yourselves like ra- 
tional beings to whom the hope is given of a fairer and a better 
world, where all ia harmony and love, and where discord never 
can enter. So mote it be i 



OH DREAMS. 

TiacT. — ^I arise from dreams of thee. 

In the first sweet sleep of nifht. 
When the winds are breathing low. 

And the stars iare burning bright ; 
I arise from dreams of thee. 

And a spirit in my feet 
Has led nfl — who knows how ? 

To thy chamber window, sweet 

Mt Hearers — ^there is a mystery about dreams which I cannot 
understand, and to solve which were a task beyond the pale of my 
philosophy. In reference to animal magnetism, the subject opera- 
ted upon loses all volition by somnambulency, and the will is en- 
tirely subjected to the control of the magnetiser ; but in our natu- 
lal sleep, the mind is either left to wander at random to and fro» 
uncontrolled even by itself, or else it is guided, directed and gov- 
erned by some invisible spirit that loves to play pranks while 
Reason is asleep. Let us suppose the latter : that Morpheus, the 

minister of Somnus-, sends his waiting goddess^ Fancy, to visit us 
3 
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in our midnight slumbers, and either strew our beds with the sweet 
roses of bliss, or tuck between the sheets a few nettles of misery, 
in accordance with the manner in which we have spent the day. 
If you, my friends, have made wholesale groceries of your sto- 
machs — have committed the beastly sin of gormandizing^- Fancy 
will lead you in your dreams to a table covered with dishes most 
loathsome and disgusting — such as rat-tail soup, stewed snakes, 
broiled toads, fried lizards, cockroach pudding with bedbug sauce» 
and all such sort of } undesirables ; from all of which you will be 
compelled to eat, in spite of non-desire or disrelish. If you have 
been indulging to excess in spirituous liquors, your bed-chambers 
will be haunted by all the horrid apparitions of evil that ever came 
upon midnight errands from the dark dominions of Pluto. Demons 
of demijohns and red-eyed bottle-imps will surround your thorn- 
covered couches, and grin at yoiir sufferings. £very form will be 
ugly, and every feature horrible — not a beautiful face can be seen 
among them all. If you have robbed, stolen, cheated, or taken 
unjust advantage of your kind, you will, perchance, ever and anon 
start from your fitful slumbers, as though closely pursued by the 
officers of justice. Your dreams, at best, will be chequered with 
doubt and fear ; and, after travelling through thistles to pluck a 
daisy, you will come back witbk a toadstool and torn pantaloons. 
On the other hand, if you have passed the day decently, soberly* 
prudently, piously, and have done unto others exactly as yon 
would they should do unto you, your dreams at night will be as 
pleasant and happy as your day transactions have been holy and 
honorable. If they don't, saw my leg off, and send it to the devil 
as a small sample of falsehood and sin 

My dear friends — ^the most delightful of all dreams are those of 
youthful love. My friends, Thomas Moore onc^ observed that 
that there was nothing half so sweet (not even excepting molasses) 
as love's young dream ; and he further truly remarked, after it had 
for ever flown, that it was odor fled as soon as shed — the winged 
beam of morn — a light that could never shine again upon the dull, 
sluggish stream of life. Yes, my friends, the dream of love is a 
glorious one while it lasts ; but it soon fades away, and never re- 
turns with the same brightness as before. It is a dismal as well 
as a nocturnal dream, continuing on from day to day, leading itr 
subjeets through an inviting wilderness of ideality, till at last 4^ 
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spell 18 broken, and they begin to think it best to look around and 
define their positions, as the politicians say. When a young man 
is first captured by Cupid, he then becomes entranced, as it were» 
in a dream-; the whole universe wears a blooming aspect — the 
barren places of his bosom are covered with verdure — ^buds and 
blossoms fill the garden of his imagination — he finds beautiful poe- 
try among the most prosaical places of earth — and all the discord-^ 
ances of nature are made to harmonize with the secret impulses 
of his heart It is, with him, love, still love. The landscape has 
a look of love — the brooks babble of nothing but love — the birds 
sing songs of love — the heavens at night seem lighted with love— ^ 
and every breeze comes laden with the sweet perfume of love; no 
matter whether it happens to blow from the fragrant groves of 
Elysium or from the vicinity of some dead dog's carcase. Then, 
too, his dreams at night are dreams of love. His spirit is guided 
by an invisible spirit to the whereabouts of his adored, where, in 
some sylvan bower or moonlit grove, he pours out his whole soul 
— spills the boiling broth of affection in the lap of love — squan- 
ders kisses by the quantity — and where, with heart in heaven and 
heels on earth, he feels as if he were in a state of betwixt and be- 
tweenity in relation to the eternal joys of the one and the tempora- 
ry raptures of the other. Not only his spiritual but his physical 
portion also may be afiected by the witching power of dreams. He 
may arise from his sleep while dreaming of the idol of his heart, 
when the zephyrs silently steal kisses from the slumbering flow- 
ers and the stars are burning bright, and be led by a spirit in his 
feet to the chamber window of her whom he loves and adores— 
who knows how ? Aye, who knows how ? Who can tell what 
it is that guides his footsteps when the lamp of reason is extin- 
guished in the darkness of sleep, unless it be that some invisible 
agent takes him by the hand and directs him to the object of his. 
wishes ? Such is his dream of love. He awakes in the morning 
and finds that the god of dreams has been playing a kind of April 
fool with him, but he still dreams on ; and continues to "dream till 
matrimony or confirmed bachelorship has brought him to his senses, 
and he begins to think about loving to live as well as living to love. 
My friends — the dreams of youth and innocence are ever sur- 
rounded with the glowing halo of joy and pleasure. Those of 
manhood are pepper-and-ralted with the hope, care and sorrow-- 
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and sometimes gilded with anticipations never to be realized, oUT 
clothed with the sable habiliments which the past has thrown over 
the skeletons of former enjoyments. The old man lies down upon 
his bed at night and dreamt of joys that await him beyond the 
tomb. In his slumbers the gates of heaven are opened upon his 
vision, and he is allowed to take a peep at, a taste and a smell of, 
^he glories he shall participate in, when the dull dream of life is 
dispelled by the rays of the resurrection sun, and an eternal day 
of splendor shall break upon the dark night of the grave. 

My hearers — dreams are not, for a certainty, prophetic of the 
future ; they are only proof impressions of the past and the pre- 
sent. Therefore you should be admonished rather than seduced 
by them. If your dreams are unpleasant or horrible, depend upon 
it, it is by some imprudence or misconduct on your parts. Seek 
out the cause and correct the consequences. If they are pleasing, 
you may know that you are on the right track to happiness ; and 
all you have to do is to persevere like the paddle-wheels of a 
steamboat when stuck upon a sand-ridge : so that when, at the 
close of your mortal pilgrimages, you look upon the dream of ex- 
istence and find it has been a happy one, untarnished by shame or 
remorse, you may know that you are prepared for the realities of 
an endless hereafter. So mote it be t 



jl moralizing discourse. 

Text. — Pah bo ji aun 

Ne be nau koning 
Wabi megwissun 
Nene mooshain we 

Odishquagume. 

Brothers — ^Nia ! nin de nah dush wassahwud gushuh aindahnulf 
ke yauu ke you ninemooshai -wee hoo-wah hoo ! Beg pardon, my 
hearers, I imagined myself preaching to an Indian audience. Don't 
be scared — I shall deliver a white discourse from a copper-colored 
text ; but I fear you will find the threads of it most amazingly 
tangled up. * Pa bo ji aun ' treats of grass, and, consequently, of 
ill that lives and moves and has a being upon earth ; for * all fler' 
is grass,' according to the Eickapoo Koran ; and all grass mu 
either be mown down in its greenness or left to wither upon ti 
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8od that gave it birth. You are nothing but grass, my friends. 
Many of you are yeT4ant and flourishing, while others are fading 
and wilting beyond redemption. Some of the young blades, that 
I see before me, are so green it would be dangerous for them to 
venture among cattle ; and numbers of the feminine clover heads 
that adorn my audience, are so blooming and lovely it requires a 
high fence of virtue to protect them. * la indendindum yah ' — ^look 
over the fields of the past, and see what sad mowing has been 
done among the grass of humanity! Behold how scientifically 
Death swung his scythe upon the plains of Abraham, at Waterloo* 
Thermopylae, Marathon, Monmouth, Bunker Hill, and Chepatchet i 
What a waste of fodder for memory to mourn over ! See, too, 
how the pestilence, like a dread Simoon, has swept over the mea- 
dows of mortality, and withered for ever whole acres of some of 
the best and tallest grass ever cultivated by the hand of time. You 
are green and thriving to-day, my brethren, but to-morrow — * kus« 
sussequnum weetepumme !' — down goes the grass, and there lies 
the hay! 

My friends — < Ne be nau be koning ' — ^not a few of you are as 
wise as owls and as honest as oxen ; for be it known that laziness 
is the true test of wisdom and honesty. Fools and knaves are the 
only ones who are constantly active. The fool busies himself in 
catching flies, and the knave knows no rest, neither for his soul 
nor the bottom of his breeches. But, with all your wisdom, you 
don't know enough to keep from meddling with edged tools, or 
from running into the fire. In your stroUings through life, you 
don't know enough to follow the smooth and pleasant walks of 
virtue; but you run off" the track — get bewildered — inquire the 
way to heaven, and then take the road to hell. With all your 
wisdom, you can't appear respectable before the Great Spirit un- 
less your hearts are ornamented with the * ningee egoben ' — the 
white wampum of truth. I regret to say, however, that this arti« 
cle is considered out of fashion, very scarce, and in little demand. 
Falsehood is thought to be susceptible of a better polish and much 
more useful ; but it is all a mistake, and you will probably find it 
out when it is too late to profit by the discovery. Truth was once 
a beautiful damsel, the daughter of Love and Purity, and clothed 
with loveliness; but she has bfeen so roughly handled of late that 
she is shy in hep approaches, and looks as shabby as an old setting* 
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hen. She had scarce made entrance into the world when she was 
iU-treated and neglected, and obliged to stand a little back for self- 
protection. Where, my friends, was Truth when the Lord ques- 
tioned Cain concerning the whereabout of his brother Abel ? 
Where was Truth when Samson told his wife that ail his strength 
lay in the bottom of his boots ? Where was Truth when Peter 
wouldn't own up, honor-bright ? Where was Truth when Santa 
Anna promised Col. Fanning not to shoot, but did shoot ? — and 
where was Truth during the last presidential campaign ? She 
was in her own native heaven — sitting in her own chimney-cor- 
ner, picking her teeth with the poker. Where then, too, was Pa- 
triotism ? In the empty pocket of Corruption. And where was 
Philanthropy ? — ^nowhere in particular, rocking a sick nigger baby 
in the cradle of liberty ! And where, now, are Truth, Justice and 
Mercy ? — ^planting potatoes in partnership, in some other soil than 
this. Alas ! — ■* nia ! aungwash agushing !' — how our beautiful 
hunting grounds of hope are made waste by the fires of sin and 
avarice ! 

My hearers — ^I say unto you, * Wabi megivissun nene mooshain 
we odishquagumee* — ^Bury the tomahawk of revenge deep in the 
dust of friendship : bend not the bow to speed the arrows of an* 
ger, but let them remain in the quiver of kindness undipped in the 
poison of scandal. Cast aside the scalping-knife of cruelty and 
ingratitude. Smoke together the pipe of peace, and r>onvert your 
war-clubs into walking-sticks. Wash the paint of hyjKjcrisy from 
your faces — adorn your heads with the emblems of love — ^put on 
tiie white wampum of truth, < ond mar teag nukwenabikoo nosh 
monetog ne mud Manito nussepsinwahik ashkoshqut hau kuppog- 
komunk pomantum nunmiatwomog — ^if not sooner. So mote it be t 



ON DELUSION. 

Tjbxt. — ^Alas ! it is delusion all. 

The future cheats us from afar. 
Nor can we be what we recall. 
Nor dare we think on what we are. 

Mt Hearsrs — ^this world — a mere speck of dirt upon the broaitf " 
sheet of creation, upon which we, poor insignificant mites ! aiA' 
destined to crawl for a day — ^is made ud of a compound of vani^ 
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and deceit, merely rubbed with .the evanescent turpentine Tarnish 
of pleasure. In vulgar parlance, it isn't what it's cracked up to be 
by libertines, epicures, and the children of prodigality who grow 
fat and saucy upon its pap ; yet, with all its moonshine delusions, 
we are remarkably attached to it, which, I must allow, is very na- 
tural, since we look upon it as a mother to us all, from whose 
womb we sprang, and from whose breast we derive our nourish- 
ment. But, my friends, allow me, occaftionally, to raise your 
thoughts with the spike-poles of truth and reason a few feet above 
it» in order that you may see things as they are, and look straight 
down into the empty vessels of earth, and be satisfied that they 
are filled with just nothing at all. Alas ! nearly all is delusion, 
except pain, care, sorrow and disappointment ; and these are some 
of the stern realities of life. Man, poor infatuated man ! wanders 
up and down the gay avenues of the earth and falls in love with 
everything he sees ; but as soon as he becomes wedded to the ob- 
jects of his delight, he sits dowi) by the wayside, and cries : Va- 
nity ! vanity i how false and yet how fair are all the gewgaws 
that one purchases in the great mock-auction shop of the world I . 
From among fretful thorns he plucks the flowers of hope, and they 
wither in his grasp — ^he takes a bite at the apple of indulgence, 
and is obliged to spit it out, for fear of crushing a big worm to 
death between his masticators — he looks into pleasure's fairy lake 
and fancies that its chrystal waters sleep upon the calm blue of a 
nether firmament ; but he puts down a stick, and the hard bolton^ 
of disappointment rises up to meet him — ^he follows the will-o*- 
wisps ^f his own carnat desires into the midst of the bogs and 
quagmires of misery, where he finds out too late that they are but 
torches to light him to an untimely grave. 0, my dear friends 1 
don't you be deceived by the tinfoil and tinsel of this hypocritical 
world. There is scarcely anything that is really what it appears 
to be. The vivid lightning, that seems to crack the shell of the 
firmament hither and thither, and the loud thunder which tumbles 
headlong down the alpine clouds of heaven, setting the globe it- 
self into ague fits, are no great shakes after all, when philosophi- 
cally explained. They are mere startling effects in the great dra- 
ma of Nature, caused by the diagonal concatenation of electricity^ 
sempiturnally forming an equalization in the most demijestically 
larified and surcharged atmosphere. Those myriads of stars — 
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those blinldng, celestial eyes of love — are not what they seem to 
be, — they, too» are a ddusion. They look like so many brilliant 
drops of water glittering upon the black umbrella of night, or like 
a multitude of astral lamps suspended from the dome Of heaven's 
high hall ; but, my friends, if you could obtain a loan of the wings 
of Omnipresence and pay a visit to them all, you would find them, 
like this world of ours, dead, dull, and opaque bodies, susceptible 
of no more polish than the frost-bitten heel of a Guinea niggef. 
The girls, also, those gaudy-winged butterflies that flit around the 
blooming bowers of love, are all a fleeting show — ^to-day sporting 
in the sunshine of fashion and pleasure, and to-morrow mere 
grubs crawling along the common paths of society, divested of 
their charms, and as leafless and bare as a gooseberry bush in 
winter. There is a fatal delusion in the inebriating glass. When 
I see a young man with his proboscis as red as a boiled lobster's 
daw, I know that he has immersed it too often in the fire of liquid 
torment, and that his moral, physical and intellectual faculties are 
in a fair way to be scorched, if not wholly consumed. When you 
feel your spirits weighed down, with the leaden weights of grief 
or anxiety, don't, I pray you, flee to the illusive bowl, and hold 
such riotous bacchanals in the sacred temple of your hearts, that 
temperate Reason is obliged to retire in disgust, and lodge out for 
the night ; for depend upon it, that shortly after, you will be ar- 
raigned, tried and condemned at the bar of your own consciences^ 
and the black demons of horror will cause each hour of soberness 
to seem longer than everlasting, spliced to the latter end of eternity. 
My friends — the future is more of a cheat than the present. 
The days that are yet unborn in the pregnant matrix of Time are 
full of hope and promise for us, poor, deluded creatures, and yet 
how often are we sucked in and disappointed the moment we be- 
hold them rocked in the cradle of the present. How often does 
fond anticipation discover in the future's dark wilderness bright 
and sunny spots where Fancy can repose in peace, and still, how 
often do they turn out to be overgrown with the briars of care, 
trouble and perplexity ! O ! trust not to the future — it is an ex- 
plosive humbug ! If we right about face, and turn the nose of re- 
membrance to the past, we imagine that we behold roses bloom- 
ing in the wild waste of memory that do not and never did exis^ 
€iere. They are but ideal blossoms of imagination, which hs' 
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sprung from a fictitious soil to teaze the Biincl. and make Uie rude 
prospects of manhood look more barren than they really are. But 
there is no use in dwelling on the past — ^we can't recall what haa 
been« nor hinder what is to be. 0, my dear friends ! there is so 
much deception connected with everything, I don't wonder that 
man is afraid to view himself as he is. I have no doubt but if 
some of you were to look upon yourselves as you really are, you 
would feel as miserable as a yoked pig dying with the scurvy. 
Strip off all your hypocrital trappings of vanity and conceit, and 
you will feel yourselves unworthy even of this dung-hill in the 
great solar system of worlds. You will be obliged to leave them . 
behind you, as you tumble one by one into the grave ; for beyond 
that nothing but plain reality abides, and that which is lovely will 
remain lovely, for ever and ever. So mote it be ! 



ON PROFANB SWEARING I 



Text. — And swear not by thy own weak name 1 

For thou art but a slave 
Of sorrow, sin and shame. 

Of glory and the grave. 
The boasted body is but clay. 

Born of the dust you tread ; 
And soon a swift approaching day 

Shall lay thee with the dead. 

Mt Hearers — profane swearing is practised to a great extent, not 
only in this community, but all over the world. There is no doubt 
in my mind but we could get along without half so much of it ; 
and I am not certain that society would suffer very materially were 
we to dispense with the practice altogether. » Pushing badinage 
aside, and to come out as blunt as a beetle, I assert, my friends, 
that a habit of swearing, in defiance of that holy injunction which 
says, ' Swear not at all,' is worse than that of chewing tobacco or 
drinking rum ; as no divine prohibition is placed upon the two lat- 
ter, neither are they recommended by the Almighty nor by men of 
sense and soberness. A man will never get fat by feasting upon 
my admiration whose veracity is so weak as requires to be forti- 
fied with innumerable oaths. ^ he wishes to put forth a decla- 
ration in a strong and effective manner, there are surely legitimate 
words enough in the lexicon of knowledge sufilciently expressive 
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for his purpose without having recourse to such as contaminate 
the atmosphere of decency, and stink worse in the nostrils of hea- 
ven than a dead horse on the top of Mount Arrarat. Some de- 
luded, simple-minded sons of sin may think it fashionable to 
swear ; but it is more respectable to be seen with a dirty shirt on 
one's back and a clean moral reputation beneath it, than with an 
oath-stained character wrapped up in broadcloth. 

My friends and fellow companions in iniquity ! — ^there are more 
sins already saddled upon us than we can safely carry into etemi* 
ty without taking upon our shoulders that heaviest of all sins, 
profane swearing. In our pilgrimages through life, let us go as 
lightly laden as possible, lest, when we get to be old and decrepid, 
our loads become too weighty to be borne, and the recollection of 
former follies and vices sit as solid upon our consciences as raw 
turnips on a dyspeptic's stomach. * Take not my name in vain/ 
said He in whose hands are held the reins of our destinies, and in 
whose grasp we, puny pigmies, are of no more account than a pi- 
tiful mouse in the paws of a Numidian lion. How dare man then 
laugh his Maker to scorn, and insult him with mockery ! I don't 
know — and yet there are thousands who have the pluck and pre- 
sumption to try it on. Finding it fits pretty well, I suppose — in- 
asmuch as they are not inmiediately swept from the surface of the 
globe by a blast of Omnipotent ire — they grow bolder and bolder 
in their wickedness, till they become callous to divine fear or fa- 
vor, and finally go swearing out of the world like a regiment of 
troopers ! What a sad picture of human temerity ! Swear not, 
man of vanity, by the holy heaven ! for it is the throne of the 
King of kings ; and often, of an autumn sunset, are disclosed in \ 
all their splendor, the crimson, the scarlet, the purple, and the gold 
that surround it, while the Star of Evening, the brightest diamond 
in the Crown of crowns, adds glory unspeakable — showing how 
dull and sombre is the magnificence that surrounds the thrones of 
earth's emperors to the gorgeousness that glows in the boundless 
hall of heaven. Swear not by earth, for it belongs to God — ^it is 
the footstool of his power. He gave it birth in the beginning, and 
he can dissolve it with a breath. When thou swearest, old Ocean 
tolls out a loud rebuke, * Swear n9t !' the little birds of the air say, 
* Sing praises to heaven rather than swear ;* and the beasts of t^ 
flbld say it is better to he dumb than open their mouths in profanity 
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O, insignificant man! swear not by thy own weak name ! for, 
remember, tbou art but an abject slave of thy heavenly Master—- 
that the fetters of sorrow and shame are often fastened upon thee 
— ^that thou art inclined to sow the seeds of sin in thy own bosom, 
and made to partake of the bitter fruits that spring therefrom — 
that while hastening ambitiously onward in the path that leads to 
glory, you may fall into the monstrous mouth of Death, who lies, 
with his jaws extended, by the wayside, watching to catch such 
insects as we are, even as the alligator lieth upon a log. waiting 
for bugs and flies to make themselves fainiliar. Frail son of earth! 
that body of which you boast as being made after the image of 
Him in whom is perfection perfected, and which you say is suscep- 
tible of no improvement whatever, is but a parcel of paltry day 
after all. Born of the dust you tread, a weak, powerless creature, 
without a shield to protect you from the foils of Fate, you are 
daily, nay hourly, in danger of being crushed, like a worm, back 
into your native dust, to crawl no more along the paths of ambi- 
tion, honor, renown, and — ^misery. Yes, the day will soon come 
that is to lay thee with the departed dead — ^with those whose 
hopes and fears are hushed in the silent sepulchre — the ]ight of 
whose smiles is extinguished in the darkness of the tomb — and 
whose tears sure for ever absorbed by the clod that covers their car- 
cases. You are bound to come to the scratch, as well as they ; 
and, notwithstanding you may do your prettiest to kick all round 
the bucket, you will be compelled to hit it a dig at last. You would 
not dare, at that awful moment,^ to curse God, and quit the world 
with half a dozen oaths stuck in your gullet No — I know you 
wouldn't. Then swear not at all; for to-day's sun may shine up- 
on your death-bed, and the cold earth receive you to-morrow with 
the soul's garments wholly unwashed, and as dirty as the blanket 
of a journeyman chimney-sweep. 

My friends — be careful how you shape your conversation, for 
the sake of the rising generation. Children, having hereditary 
sin in their little gizzards, are naturally prone to evil, inasmuch as , 
they are always inclined to adopt the vices and discard the virtues 
of adults ; but, for all this, they are flexible and pliant — and if 
their young tendrils are direct^ to cling to praiseworthy objects, 
they Will hold oh with firmness, and climb up as steep places to 
i^t ai ever gained by older and more mature ambition. Then set ' 



60 SHORT PATKMT SXRMONfl. 

them no bad examples, neither by word, nor by action. I preach 
to man and not to woman ; for the lips of the latter are compiEura- 
tively free from the stain of profanity. None bat the wretched 
few who wander at midnight, homeless and unbefriended, withotit 
the gates of virtuous society, ever indulge in those horrid impre- 
cations which the nobler and wickeder sex have so generally had 
the rashness' to assume. To see a beautiful piece of feminine 
frailty, whose once pure breath has become tainted with vice and 
redolent with oaths, is a meianeholy if not a disgusting sight. It 
•hows how far inta the mire of hate and detest a lovely object de- 
scends when it suddenly falls from the highest eminence of admi- 
ration. But, my friends, profane swearing in either male or female 
is highly reprehensible, and ought to be put down. If you are de- 
termined to swear your way through life, you may get to the end 
of the journey before you are aware of it ; and, when you come 
to rumage round for a few crusts of hope and comfort, you will find 
hardly enough left to swear by. Let your thoughts be pure, and 
your rivulet of words will be limpid — ^let your hearts be virtuous, 
and your deeds be moral, your days will be happy — and if your 
days be happy, your deaths will be glorious. So mot« it be I 



DYING EARLT — LIFE'S PROBABILITIES. 

Text. — ^Here lies, by death smitten, 
A hapless young kitten. 

To moulder away in' the dust • 
had it lived longer, ' 

It might have been stronger, 

And died somewhat older, we trust 

Had it grown up to cat-hood, 
Then many a rat would 

Have mourned in the deepest of wo ; 
Let the curtain be drawn to. 
We hope it has gone to 

That land to which other cats go. 

Mt Hearers — ^I can't say that I am particularly fond of cats. It 
is true that, like many other things, they are well enough in their \ 
way ; but I don't want them in ur^ay. I like kittens, though../ 
There is something so innocent, pretty, and playful about them, T 
never could find it in my heart to hate them, nor to withhold 



SHORT PAT£lkT ISRMONt. 61 

spoonful of milk when tHey sit down behind, look me np in the 
face, with their little bright eyes half ehut, and give a soft, sweet, 
plaintive and hnngry mew— « mew that touches one*s tender, gent- 
ly and to the desired purpose, instead of sawing across the heart- 
strings and stirring up anathemas, like the yaul of a grown-up 
grimalkin. A kitten holds fast to our favor so long as it isia kit- 
ten ; but as it verges upon cat-hood, it gradually works loose from 
our afections« and finally becomes wholly estranged by sta3ring 
out late o* nights, and indulging in nocturnal dissipations, to the 
annoyance of all who are morally or virtuously inclined. 

My friends — ^I mourn over the death of a kitten, inasmuch as I 
can't help grieving that anything should die young. When an old 
cat kicks the bucket, it does no damage to one's hopes, nor makes 
the smallest hole in his natural expectations. It seems all right 
and proper — perfectly in accordance with the decree of Nature ; 
but when a feline infant gives back its mortal dust almost as soon 
as moulded into a living form, it appears as though something was 
radically wrong; and it makes me sad 'and thoughtful : — as it Na- 
ture hadn't confidence in herself — as if ashamed of, or dissatisfied 
with, her own works — as if she was fond of trying experiments, 
and liable to botch and bungle, instead of working by rule and 
compass, and making all her machinery to stand ascertain amount 
of the wear and tear of time. It is a mystery. When I see a babe, 
just made up, with all its physical apparatus complete — ^legs, toes, 
arms, hands, fingers, and everything necessary to the performance 
of life's little round — ^when I see him placed upon the course of 
being, all ready and in order for a start, and then just as the word 
* Go' is given, he is taken off the track into his native eternity, I 
must say I can't understand it. In a well-meant sense, it looks as 
if there was some jockeying about it. Whether appertaining to 
cats, kindred, or members of the floral family, it saturates my heart 
with sadness to see an3^hing cut off in its incipiency, or destined 
to fade as it begins to bloom. When a baby dies, I know it goes 
back to the bosom of its actual Father, pure and undefiled ; and yet 
I would that it had lived longer, if for nothing else than to see 
how it would have stood the trials and temptations of a wicked 
and deceitful world. A bud nipped by untimely frosts, just as it 
is expanding into blossom, is a sorrowful sight. It not only tells 
us how vain are the glories and how false are the promises of 
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earth, but it makes a body feel uncomfortable all oter ; because 
' there is a season for all things,' and there should be a season for 
all things to die : instead of which, however, all things die at all 
seasons. There is something that isn't exactly right about it-^ 
doesn't begin to * tally' with the order and regularity maintained in 
the general course of Nature. It appears as unnatural as it would 
to see the sun turn about and go to bed again soon after rising — 
to find roses wreathed in the white hair of old Mr. December — 
icicles hanging at the nose of August — a bear with a switch-tail 
—or a frog with feathers on it. 

My hearers — there is no doubt that if the kitten mentioned in my 
text had not died when it did, it would hare lived longer, and be« 
come stronger. This may be considered a matter of certainty ; but 
whether the rats would have had occasion to mourn had it lived to 
be a cat, is a question. I have known many a cat, which, by be- 
ing humored, petted, and fed, would feel too proud to even look 
at a rat — ^much less to take notice of a mouse. So it is with chil* 
dren. How often have I heard the remark : If that child had only 
lived, he would have made one of the smartest men in the coun- 
try. Now, my friends, the mere rough make of the child by the * 
hand and wisdom of Omnipotence might be considered as perfect 
a specimen of humanity as ever graced the earth ; and yet his 
fond, doating parents might have completely spoiled the beautiful 
fabric in putting on the finishing touches. Yes, he might get * fin- 
ished oflf ' by an abundance of parental pains, unexpectedly, and 
not in a very agreeable sense. Hereditary wealth often prema- 
turely * finishes ' young men ; and beauty, boarding-schools, and 
polite accomplishments are the requisites for * finishing off' a young 
lady to her sorrow. Alas ! how many buds of mortality promise 
to blossom roses, the sweetest that ever bloomed in the garden of 
virtue, and yet open nothing but thistles — such as beskirt the by- 
paths of vice and shame ! There is no use in predicting what 
anything will come to in this changing and uncertain sphere. 
Changes are every day taking place as remarkable and astonishing 
as the transfiguration of a tadpole into a frog; and the better way 
for us is to take things as they come — ^judge of things as they are, 
without depending upon what they may be — and never put too 
big a budget of hope upon the back of any favorite object 

But» as my text suggests, lei us draw the curtain over all that 
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die. young, whether they be kittens or whether they be children. 
It is not for us to know why they are called so early aw^y ; but 
we can rest assured that it is all for the best, and trust that they 
go to a better land than this — ^where it costs nothing for shirts and 
shoe-leather-— and happiness is enjoyed unaccompanied by a long 
bill of costs. So mote it be ! 



ON LOYE-^ITS MISCHIEFS AND ITS SYANXSCJBNCS. 

*Text. — ^Love is witty, 
Love is pretty. 
Love is charming while if s new 
But it soon grows old. 
And waxes cold. 
And fades away like the morning dew. 

Mt Hearkrs — ^There is no mistake about Love's being pretty, 
coaxing and fascinating ; but, for all this, it is awfully dangerous 
stuff to meddle with. No one ought ever to approach it, unless he 
is provided with a box of matrimonial pills : for it exhales such 
delicious poison that a body isn't aware of danger till the disease 
has reached its climax; and then the only way to eradicate it will 
be to take a warm bath at the altar of Hymen, and for ever after 
keep sipping of the iced water of matrimony— ^r else take an in- 
jection of pistol powder at once, and be certain of a cure. . Oh ! 
my heart sinks clear into my trousers' pocket when I think of all 
the mischief that Love has stirred up in this amoracious world ! 
Go ask those shattered wrecks of humanity who are now swarm- 
ing in our lunatic asylums whBt it was that fired the city of their 
senses — drove Season from her throne, and spread anarchy over 
the vast empire of the mind — and they might answer truly : Love, 
the tyrant Love ! Behold the miserable sot, suffering a self -mar- 
tyrdom, with the limpid fire of damnation starting through his car* 
buncle nose ! Ask him why he, in the prime of life, is about to 
throw himself upon the funeral pyre of his hopes, and appear 
fuddled at the bar of Judgment ? and he will say it is all for Love ! 
Go read upon the stones of yonder chiurch-yard how many of 
Love's victims have been consigned to the dark chambers of death, 
and have taken the worms of the clod as their bosom companTons ! 
Behold! lovers are weeping upon the very turf beneath which 
lovers are sleeping. I grieve for the sleepers, and 0! my friends* 
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I tremble for the weepers! They are made of soft material — 
kisses, tears, saw-dust and soft soap — and heaven only knows how 
soon they, too, may dissolve and amalgamate with their original 
clay. 

My friends ! methinks I can see, through the spectacles of ima* 
gination, a forlorn specimen of decayed feminine wandering over 
the sea-shore cliffs at midnight. She cuts a pretty figure, I don't 
think, with her long hair streaming in the wind, tattered frock, cat- 
owl eyes, and nothing but bare-foot on her feet. Now she sings 
a wild ditty to the moon, and anon calls f ranticly on one who can- 
not hear — and I doubt whether he would if he could. Poor thing ! 
Kate is crazed ! She let her tender passion run away with her 
senses, shoes and stockings, shimmy and all,— and now see what 
she is ! Girls, do you hear that ? Beware — beware ! But to re- 
turn. Love, like the boy*s candy, is too good to last long. Soon 
after marriage it is apt to grow cold, and fade away from the full- 
blown blossom of the heart, as fades the morning dew from the 
damask corolla of the rose ; but before the afections are bound ia 
the nuptial wreath, there is no danger of Love*s dying a natural 
death. On the contrary, he becomes more obstinate in his attacks, 
and will hang on like an eel to a dead 'possum. I advise you, my 
young congregation, to beware of pianoforte music and moonlight 
evenings, if you have a touch of the tender lurking about your 
vitals ; for they are sure to call that little rascal Cupid forth in 
quest of prey ; and when he comes, your breasts are made pin- 
cushions of in less than no time. He shoots his arrows with un- 
erring aim as he flies, and mocks at the agonies of his wounded 
victims. He is the mischief-making child of Venus, that artful 
daughter of Jove, who used to sport her golden chariot, drawn by 
sparrows, over the fleecy clouds of heaven — ^whose railroad track 
down to Olympus consisted of the rainbow. She was the mother 
of all flirts, and created more trouble in the courts of Love than 
ever Lucifer kicked up in the temple of righteousness. But she it 
dead now, and her son Cupid reigneth in her stead. 

My dear young friends — ^you must contrive to love moderately if 
you wish to have it last long, and not grow cold with the wane of 
the honey-moon — just as Mrs. Dow and I did when she was pretty 
Miss Betsy Wheeler. We didn't squander all our afiections amid 
the foolish extravagances of courtship, but let off little at a imubt 
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and they consequently lasted the longer. like cattle that masti* 
cate their food a second time, so we, till the day that death brotight 
in a bill of diTdrce in her favor, could sit beneath the bowers of 
connubial happiness, and chew the cud of our first love over and 
over again. Why don't you do likewise, and thus insure many 
days of comfort and happiness, rather than dry up the fountain of 
future attachment by indulging for a short time in scorching exta- 
cy. Moderation should always be your guide in the afairs of 
love— ^no matter whether that love be sexual, fraternal, alcoholical 
or spiritual. By drinking too deep from the cup of either, you 
become intoxicated, and are soon compelled to swallow the bitter 
dregs of wo and despair. It is a melancholy truth that I have 
even known persons to become so inebriated with the love of re- 
ligion, that their reason has left them in disgust, and sought an 
asylum in the desert region of nowhere ; but the love of morality, 
virtue and honesty is subject to no such excesses, and the strong- 
er your affection for theln is, the wiser and happier you must be— - 
I don't care who says to the contrary; but in your love for the 
sexes, plum puddihg and spurious holiness, be careful — be mode- 
rate ! and you may make it hold out till you are borne to that land 
where love never fades away nor even waxeth old. So mote it be ! 



ON TAKING THE WORLD EASILY 

Text* — ^Thc thing is this-*-in every station 

We're bom for pleasure and for trouble. 
And, if you strike to each vexation, 

Grood Hope a true cape you'll never double ; 
But take the good and evil cheerly. 

And sum up creditor and debtor — 
If in this world they use you queerly. 

Be honest and you'll find a better. 

Mt Hearers — ^No mortal was ever bom to partake of the sweets 
of pleasure alone. From the cup of life we are all compelled to 
drink an admixture of joy, bliss, misery, and pain ; and the more 
mouths we make in swallowing the dose, the more bitter does it 
seem to the taste. No odis ever ought to dash, in a suicidal man- 
ner, the goblet of existence to the ground because it contains a few 
drops of the c^ssence of evil ; for what can be more sickening than 
a continual surfeit of sweets ! If you were to sip wholly and 
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constantly of the saccharine juices of the world, you would sigli 
for something sour, for the sake of variety ; for variety, as some 
philosopher has truly remarked, is the spice of life — and, without 
that spice, every meal pf man's enjoyment were as flat and insipid. 
as a howl of soup composed of dish water and potato skins. A 
little morning melancholy after a solid supper of mirth operates 
as a moral medicine upon the mind, inasmuch as it causes serious 
meditation to purge the inner man of at least a portion of that cor* 
ruption which settles on the stomach after an Sxcess of folly. An 
all-wise Providence has so ordered it that no mortal shall reap a 
harvest of pleasure without gathering the tares of pain ; and as 
for endeavoring to make up a bundle of one without collecting a 
handful of the other, you might as soon think of bottling up a few 
pints of daylight for evening use. 

My friends — ^the thing is, as my text observes, in every station 
we are born for pleasure and for trouble — not expressly for either*: 
but for a little of both. He that is hatched amid the desert sands 
of poverty is no more a candidate for care and sorrow than tha 
babe which is born in a blooming paradise of opulence, fondled in 
the lap of fortune, and nursed at the breast of abundance. The 
pathways of both to the tomb are equally bestrewn with flowers 
and beset with thorns. The angel of evil will oftentimes spread 
his dark pinions over the head of the good patrician while tha 
golden halo of joy encircles the heart of the poor patrician. Then 
again the son of independence may be seen dancing for joy upon 
the grave of buried care, and singing the songs of gladness, as 
merry as a cricket in the chimney corner, while the half-starved 
child of penury sits crying for a crust where the mosquitoes of mi 
sery are as thick as fog, and have bills long enough to bite throug 
a modern belle's bustle. I think, my friends, that he who dwell 
in a lowly vale of contentment receives a greater portion of poi 
and unalloyed pleasure than the aspiring dupe of ambition as 
wealth, whose home is fixed upon the high hill of honor : for, i 
the valley of humility grow the beautiful posies of peace, whii 
give out their perfumes to the gentle breeze, while the rough wini 
are heard to howl mournfully around the mountain tower of fma 

My dear friends — the better way to get along smoothly ai 
without stubbing toes, is, to enjoy the pleasures of the world, HI 
rational beings, and not like brutes — and bear up beneath ita i' 
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with all the composure, fortitude and philosophy of a saw-hors^ 
under an oak log. If you strike to every triffing vexation while 
sailing upon the rough sea of life, and give up in despair when the 
storms of misfortune rage, you can no more double the cape of 
Good Hope than you can safely ride through Hell-gate in a hog's 
trough. But, my friends, take every prick as easy as a pin-cush* 
ion. Don't rave, jump, and use profane language, when you are 
▼isited with your respective portions of trouble and care ; but keep 
cool, and live low oh a diet of patience and forbearance, and all 
will soon be right again. Don't be such consummate fools as to 
throw away a sovereign because you happen to lose a penny, nor 
beat an unoffending lamp post for having the obstinacy to stand its 
ground when assailed by your nasal protuberance ; for such acts 
show a want of wisdom, and are the very extreme height of folly. 
When you come to look at the miseries distributed among the great 
mass of mankind, you will find that you have only your just pro- 
portion of them ; but if you fancy that you have been particular- 
ly selected as a target for the arrows of ill-fortune, you will be 
afflicted with more plagues than ever were saddled upon the land 
of Egypt. When the star of hope is hidden behind a dark cloud 
of despondency, you ought to have sense enough to know that it 
must, in the nature of things, shine forth again in its wonted 
brightness. All you want is to persevere for the present with 
fall confidence in the future, and your big burthens of wo will be 
liBsentially lightened ; but Oh ! you weak and sickly children of 
doubt and despair ! you lack the strength of mind and determina- 
tion of purpose to push your way through the briars when you 
find yourselves in their midst ! — and when sickness lightly places 
its hand upon you, you flat right down, like so many cakes of 
dough, without even suflicient energy to spit clear of your own 
toes! 

My hearers — ^push ahead boldly, uprightly, and hopingly,and the 
drops of joy, as they descend from heaven, will not become frozen 
on their way, and fall upon your heads in the shape of large hail- 
stones of ill. Deal fairly with your fellow creatures — show kind- 
ness to all — don't mortgage your souls to the devil for the sake of 
riches, nor make yourselves unhappy because others are more 
prosperous. Above all, dont run up too long a score with youl 
Maker, hut settle ofle»» I have no doubt but that if I could be 
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permitted to look upon the day-book of heayen, I should lee t 
long string of sundries charged against you with the words 'Bad' 
and • Doubtful* written all down the margin. I hope, howeveri 
you will be enabled to square all your accounts, both heavenly 
and earthly, in a fair and honorable manner ; and if you receiye 
some pretty hard knocks in this world, you will have the hope 
within you to the last of finding a better. So mote it be ! 



ON THE BEAUTIES OF EVENING TWILIGHT. 

Text. — Methinks it were no pain to<4ie. 
On such an eve, when such a sky 

O*ercanopies the west : 
To gaze my nil on yon calm deep, 
And, like an infant, sink to sleep 

On earth, my mother's breast. 

There's peace and welcome in yon sea 
Of endless blue tranquillity — 

Those clouds are living things ; 
I trace their veins of liquid gold, 
I see them solemnly unfold , 

Their soft and fleecy wings. 

Mt Hearers — ^if you don't say that my text is most magniicentl^ 
beautiful, then there is no poetry in your heads, nor music in yoiB 
souls. I'm a pretty good judge of horseflesh, but a better judgl 
of poetry; and I solemnly declare that you can't find in the whoii 
sweep of the English language such beautiful simplicity, and at thi 
same time such easy- winged sublimity as it contains. I feel is if 
it were a subject too sacred to be hacked up by my buck-saw elo* 
quence ; but I have laid it on the altar of sacrifice, and must do tl 
deed. 

My dear friends — as to whether it is actually a pain to die* 
more than I can tell, as I never h&ve died in my life, and am thei 
fore not experienced in the business ; but when I come to philoi 
phize on the matter, I am pushed into the belief that always mo 
or less pain is felt when the soul and body are compelled to d 
solve partnership, and leave their accounts to be settled up by 
Great Arbitrator of all human afiairs. I know that naturr 
struggle for a hold upon existence till the very last; and 
spirit is loth or afraid to depart, it makes it ten times as bac 
the other hand, when the ^ol has grown vffuy of the world 
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of its time-shattered tenement, and longs to be away — ^then, my 
hearers, is the pain of dissolution lessened. When Hope and 
Faith — those twin-sisters of love — descend from heaven to invite 
the mother Spirit to tea. Nature's fretful babe falls gently asleep in 
the cradle of the grave, and there sweetly slumbers till lifted out 
by the arms of Immortality. 

My friends — a calm summer's evening does considerable toward 
coaxing the spirit of man from its earthly home. When twilight 
throws down its witching smile, the soul flutters to be released 
from its comfortless cell — to break the bondage of a sorrowing ex- 
ile, and return to its own native realms. Oh ! there is something 
so fascinating in the first blush of evening, just after the sun has 
shaken his last golden feathers upon the hill-tops ! It's enough to 
make a man strip off his jacket of mortality, and swim the gulf of 
death, for the sake of reaching the splendoriferous splendors that 
decorate the opposite shore! I have seen some evening twilights, 
my friends, that take the shine off of everytMng below, and clap 
on a few extra touches of their own. I have sat and admired the 
western firmament, when it seemed as though ten thousand dye- 
pots of glory had been upset in the chamber of heaven, while 
their gorgeous contents leaked through and stained the fleecy 
clouds beneath with colors not to be mocked with the daubing 
pencil of art. Then my imagination would take wings and play 
truant aloft, like a wajrward child ; but always sure to return with 
a sprig of comfort, plucked from the evergreen of ideality. Oh ! 
there is inviting peace in yon ocean of blue tranquillity ! I can't 
look upon it without feeling my suspenders stretch. I'm sure if 
they were to give way, I should go up like a balloon, and leave 
nothing but my breeches and boots behind ! Those clouds are liv- 
ing things. The lesser ones are gold fish, swimming about in the 
celestial sea. The larger ones are the dying dolphins of heaven, 
disclosing new beauties with every wave of the fin, and brighten- " 
ing as they expire in the dark billow of nigl^t. Below them is the 
mud of corruption, in which we, poor mortals, lie morally rotting ; 
but above them, my hearers, is an eternal sky of purity. There, 
no lightnings flash — ^no thunders roll — ^no tempests lower — no an- 
fgjy elements pick quarrels with one another, and kick up rows in 
die sacred attic of the universe. All, all there is continual peace 
•nd quietness. It is an immense region of glory — ^broader than it 



TO moBT PATsirr txmMon. 

18 long, and longer than a streak of sanshine. Its boimdariit lui;vi 
never yet been laid down on the chart of human conception, and 
never will be. It won't answer for a child to think of it ; for the 
thought of a full-grown man has to stop and rest by the way a 
hundred times ; and then it is apt to get for ever lost in such a wil- 
derness of immensity. There are millions of worlds all rolling 
there in their respective circumdicumferences — one a-piece for all 
the inhabitants that ever lived, or ever will live. 

But ril tell you what, my friends; you may never be lucky 
enough to lodge on a single one of them if you don't behave 
yourselves properly, and leave off cutting up such didos as you 
do. You love money too well ; you worship the earth for a god, 
and the things belonging to it ; you are too fond of cheating — and 
I have no doubt but you would cheat, if you could, your Maker 
out of six or seven years of existence; but you can't come it. 
There is a stick stuck up where each of your graves is to be dug, 
and there is no removing it. So make the most of life while you 
have it, and brush up a little hereafter. Put up the ladder of 
Faith against yon golden cloud ; let deeds of honesty and upright- 
ness prop it at the bottom, and your way to happiness is completed 
at once. So mote it be ! 



MARRIAGE A DUTT. 



Tjbxt. — Don't tell me you * haven't got time,* 

That other things claim your attention ; 
There's not the least reason or rhyme 

In the wisest excuse you can mention : 
Don't tell me about * other fish,' 

Your duty is done when you buy 'em ; 
And you never will relish the dish. 

Unless you've a woman to * fry 'em.' 

Mt Hearers — I have no doubt that, after you have heard m; 
course, you will ask in your minds whether your preacher b 
ken unto himself a wife, and is now luxuriating in the tall < 
of connubial bliss, that he preacheth thus. Therefore I ai 
beforetime. No ; but I have got measured for one, and exp 
conjugate as soon as my somewhat diverged rays of afiectic 
be brought a little more to a focus through the burning lens f 
I deem it the duty of all to get married— once in their lif r 
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least. It is but yielding obedience to the 'w^ise commands of nature. 
Every gander has his goose, and the birds all mate at a proper sea- 
son. Who ever heard of an old gander going down to the grave 
gosling-less, unless he was prevented from fulfilling his destina- 
tion by the arbitrary customs of artificial society ? It is God who 
tells the brute creation to cohabit and propagate, without the fuss 
and flummery of a long and tedious courtship ; and they implicitly 
obey, even to a wood-louse. The same God also tells you to mar- 
ry, and do the best you can to be fruitful ; but you don't always 
do it. You frame some paltry excuse or other — such as * I have 
other fish to fry,' * too busy to think of it now,» * circumstances 
won't permit at present,' * I'll think of it by and by,' &c. ; and so 
you trudge on through the wide world alone, from the meridian of 
manhood to the sunset of age, without having effected the object 
for which you were placed upon earth, and of no more use than 
the fifth wheel to a coach, a moon in the da3rtime, a lock without 
ft key, or a saddle and no horse to ride. 

Young man ! if you have arrived at the right point in life for it, 
let every other consideration give way to that of getting married. 
Don't think of doing anything else. Keep poking about among 
the rubbish of the world till you have stirred up a gem worth pos- 
sessing, in the shape of a wife. Never think of delaying the mat- 
ter ; for you know delays, as well as wild boars, are dangerous. 
A good wife is the most constant and faithful companion you can 
possibly have by your side while performing the journey of life— 
a dog isn't a touch to her. She is of more service, too, than you 
may at first imagine. She can * smooth your linen and your cares* 
for you — mend your trousers, and perchance your manners — sweet* 
en your sour moments as well as your tea and coffee for you — ruf- 
fle, perhaps, your shirt bosom, but not your temper ; and, instead 
of sowing the seeds of sorrow in your path, she will sew buttons 
on your shirts, and plant happiness instead of harrow teeth in your 
bosom. Yes — and if you are too confoundedly lazy or too proud 
to do such work yourself, she will carry swill to the hogs, chop 
wood, and dig potatoes for dinner ; for her love for her husband is 
nch that she will do anything to please him — except receive com- 
ptny in her every-day clothes. When a woman loves, she loves 
with a double-distilled devotedness; and when she hates, she hates 
on the high-pressure principle. Her love is as deep* as the ocean* 
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as strong as a hempen halter, and as immutable as the rock of 
She won't change it, except it is in a very strong fit of jealousy ; 
and even then it lingers, as if loth to part, like evening twilight 
at the windows of the west. Get married, by all means. All tho 
excuses you can fish up against ' doing the deed' aren't worth a 
spoonful of pigeon's milk. Mark this — ^if, blest with health and 
employment, you are not able to support a wife, depend upon it, 
you are not capable of supporting yourself. Therefore, so much 
more need of annexation ; for in union, as well as in an onion» 
there is strength. Get married, I repeat, young man ! Concen* 
trate your affections upon one object, and not distribute them 
crumb by crumb among a host of Susans, Sarahs, Marys, Elizas, 
Betsys, Peggys, and Dorothys — allowing each scarcely enough to 
nibble at. Get married, and have somebody to cheer you up as yott 
journey through this * lowly vale of tears' — somebody to scour up 
your dull, melancholy moments, and keep your whole life, and 
whatever linen you possess, in some sort of a Sunday-go-to-meet- 
ing order. 

Young woman ! I need not tell you to look out for a husband; 
for I know that you are fixing contrivances to catch one, and are 
as naturally on the watch as a cat is for a mouse. But one word 
in your ear, if you please. Don't bait your hook with an artificial 
fly of beauty : if you do, the chances are ten to one that you will 
catch a gudgeon — some silly fool of a fish that isn't worth hii 
weight in saw-dust. Array the inner lady with the beautiful gar- 
ments of virtue, modesty, truth, morality, wisdom, and unsophis- 
ticated love ; and you will dispose of yourself quicker, and to 
much better advantage, than you would if you displayed all the 
gewgaws, fiipperjigs, fol-de-rols, and fiddle-de-dees in the universe 
Remember, it is an awful thing to live and die a self -manufacture 
old maid ! 

My hearers — divide off into couples, sexually, as soon as pc 
sible, if you would add considerable to your own happiness, a 
a little to posterity. Your days upon earth are but short at 1 
longest, and they should be passed as righteously and pleasan' 
as the weather and circumstances will permit. Get married wli 
you are young ; and then, when the frosts of age shall fall ^ 
wither the flowers of youthful aflection, the leaves of conn 
love will still be green ; and, perchance, a joyous o&prir 
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surround and grace the parent tree, like ivy entwining and adorn- 
ing the time-scathed oak. So mote it be ! 



INCONSTANCY. 

Text. — ^I hate inconstancy— I loath, detest, 

Abhor, condemn, abjure the mortal made 
Of such quicksilver clay that in his breast 
No permanent foundation can be laid. 

Mt Hearers — ^inconstancy is a cancer that eats into and preys 
upon our social pleasures and enjo3rments to a most alarming ex- 
tent. There are but few in the world the bottoms of whose bo- 
soms are covered with such consistent clay that a firm foundation 
of friendship can be laid. The hearts of most mortals are ever 
changing, like the sky above us — now illuminated by sunshine, 
mnd now darkened by storm-breeding clouds. In the summer of 
prosperity we find friends gathering round us as thick as flies 
round a molasses cup; but when blow the autumnal breezes of 
penury and adversity, they fall like the leaves that flit before the 
blast and are seen no more. I must say that I detest inconstancy, 
although my own compass of candor may sometimes vary a little, 
in common with the best of the best. In travelling through the 
wilds of wickedness that yet render gloomy a good portion of the 
world, I wish to have those for companions, who, when I am stuck 
In the mud of adverse circumstances, are willing and ready to as- 
sist me out, rather than throw stones of scorn, or leave me to 
work out my own salvation with fear and breeches straining. 
When I am obliged to go down into the swamps of sorrow to ga- 
ther the cat-tails of contrition, I want some one hard-by with 
whom I can trust my little budget of hope, and in whom I might 
confide in moments of danger, trial and affliction. Such valuable 
friends, however, are as scarce as strawberries in September, while 
the flimsy, fickle, and worthless ones are thicker than cow-cakes 
round a haystack. 

My friends — ^there are but few indeed whose hearts* foundations 
are rightly fitted to support and sustain the grand and magnificent 
temple of friendship. No— when the winds of misfortune begin 
to blow, and the rains of disappointment descend, the quicksands 
upon which the fabric rests are washed away — and down goes the 
4 
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noble structure, like a pan of pumpkin sauce from an upper sheU 
in the pantry. Friendship, to be firm and lasting, must be built 
upon the everlasting rocks of honor and integrity, and not upon 
the sands of sordid and selfish motive — else there is no security 
when the tempests of wordly trouble rage, and the billowy waves 
of want wash the few shells of happiness that yet remain upon 
the shore of the heart back into the unfathomable depths of wo. 
But constancy, my hearers> belongs to love rather than to friend- 
Bhip. It has no home in the heart of a common friend ; but in the 
bosom of a true lover it abideth for- ever. When a young man 
once gets his heart-strings entangled with those of the girl that he 
loves, neither suspicion, slander, circumstance, nor situation, can 
untangle them. If it can be called friendship, it is frienddiip flow- 
ing from the fount of heaven, filtered through the skies, and puri- 
fied from the filth of personal favor. It is that kind of friendship 
which perpetuates peace, harmony, and good-will among the an- 
gels, and protects them from the petit larcenies of hypocrites and 
sycophants. Why, my friends, there is as much difference between 
heavenly love and earth-born friendship as there is between a so- 
vereign of gold and a brass quarter slightly washed with silver. 
The one passes current at all time&~rthe other only while its sur- 
face is covered and its baseness concealed. 

My dear friends — confide not in the constancy of your fellow 
man. He is a wicked, deceitful, and treacherous creature ; and ao 
long as there is money in the world, and avarice and ambition are 
growing within him, be suspicious of him. Place no faith in his 
friendship, for it will take w^ings and fly just at the moment yoa 
need it the most — no hope in his promises, for to-morrow they aif 
rotten — no dependence upon his charity, for his poverty increasei 
in proportion as his riches accumulate. In a word, my hearers, i 
you would not be deceived and disappointed, I advise you not ti 
trust your brother man any longer than a little negro boy can holi 
a two year old bull by the tail. For my part, I hate all men fo 
their inconstancy, and yet their society is rather agreeable thai 
otherwise. I also dislike all women for their fickleness, and sti^ 
I love them because I can't help it. Many a time and oft hr 
they burglariously entered the sanctuary of my heart, and s" 
therefrom heaps of valuable affection ; and then, instead of me 
9l proper use of the precious treasure, they have gone and sci 
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•d h to the winds of extravagance and flirtation, as though it were 
of no more account than a bushel of chaff. But I complain not of 
this, since I, in my younger and more wicked days, have played 
the same trick with them, and to a far greater extent. 

My hearers — ^how much more like elysium would this vile world . 
sppear, were we all as faithful as we pretend to be fond of each 
other. Were it not for inconstancy, the musical harmony of om 
social relations would never be marred by discordant strife. Then 
anger, envy, jealousy and revenge would become obsolete terms 
in the vocabulary of human nature ; then should we all march up- 
on our pilgrimages to heaven linked firmly together by the silken 
ties of brotherhood, and crowned with rosy wreaths of happiness ; 
and then, too, would the mountains of man's miseries be levelled, 
and his path to the tomb would lead through fragrant fields of 
peace, where the perennial flowers of its joy for ever blossom. 

My worthy friends — if you find that constancy and various oiher 
virtues are apt to leak out of your bosoms, just stop the small 
cracks with the putty of practical piety ; and the larger ones you 
may caulk with the tar and tow of professional Christianity. At 
any rate, keep your bosoms so well soaked in the water of right- 
eousness that they will scarcely hold the milk of mercy and phi- 
lanthropy, and never leave them to crack in the scorching sun of 
dn. Be firm in your friendships ; honest in your dealings; ardent 
in your attachments ; consistent in your motives ; upright in your 
diaracters, and modest in your behavicMr, and although more or less 
inconstant, you are not such terrible monsters ^as you would be, 
were you left ^itirely in the charge of the devil and your own 
depraved natures. So mote it be ! 



ON DESTRUCTION. 



Text. — * The owl upon Afrasiab*s tower hath sung 

Her watch-song, and round th' imperial throne 
The spider weaves his web.' 

TViosE of you, my friends, who have read history much, may recol* 
kct that when Mahomet 11. entered the palace of the Byzantine 
emperors, after his victory, he was so struck with the silence and 
desolation that reigned there, that he repeated aloud the above 
Persian distich. He then felt th^ everything belonging to this 
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world is vanity — that human greatness is nothing but pipe-day — 
that the diadems of emperors and kings are all fancy-work, and 
their palaces become in time the habitations of rats, mice, bats, 
spiders, cockroaches, and all such vermin. They may wield their 
sceptres for a while, and defy the whole universe — old Kentucky 
included — ^but that noted pugilist, called Time, eventually hits them 
m sly rap, which lays them sprawling — £uid if you were afterward 
to gather up an ounce of their dust, and compare it with some hod 
carrier's, yon would be puzzled to tell the difierence. Even Queen 
Victoria, whom they make such a fuss about, is made of no better 
dirt than any kitchen pot-wrestler, though she has prettier cali- 
coes, and drinks out of a silver cup. The days allotted to her are 
no longer than any one's, and the throne she now sits upon will 
soon become worm-eaten, and no act of parliament can save it 
from decay, which levies on all things without discrimination. 
Yes, my hearers, there is a spirit of decay abroad that makes great 
havoc in the universe. This mighty city of ours — this giant Go- 
tham, that stretcheth his legs to the north and south, and his arms 
to the east and west— which is bounded on the north by Spuyten- 
duyvel Creek, on the east by Catherine Market, on the south by 
the Battery, and on the west by Jersey Ferry — may, in the coutm 
of time, be prostrated to the earth ; and only a heap of smoulder- 
ing ruins be left to tell of its former greatness. Some wanderer, 
perchance, may linger here, and meditate, with his elbows on hii 
knees — as did Volney over the ruins of empires — and as he seei 
aground him on every side the broken fragments of magnificence, 
exclaim: Here once stood a mighty city; but its glory hath depart* 
ed for ever ! Like Tyre of old, the fishermen here dry their neti 
upon a barren waste, and the owl sings her watch-song o'er dte 
dusty mansions of the dead ! Perhaps he may enter the yet stand- 
ing walls of the * Egyptian Sepulchre,' and say : How silent aoi 
deserted this enduring monument of art ! the wretched are rekai* 
ed from these gloomy cells, and the sound of the keeper's voice p' 
more is heard — the spider weaves his web around these shattf 
pillars — ^the dragon-winged bat here takes up his abode, 
noi^ht but desolation reigns ! 

My friends ! a few years may not effect this harum-scarum 
ness ; but the day must surely come when the City Hall, the j 
House, the Ram's Head, P. Qcfirk's House, &c., shall be criu 
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ta diist, and- all^-tfaat' inbAbit tbem* There i» nothing time-proof— 
everything in this world must warp, and finally snap in twa Old 
Time, himself, will kick the backet when he arrives at the thresh- 
old of Enmity — the sands in his glass will then be run — ^his 
scythe be broken, and the Great Destroyer will yield up the ghost» 
"with a groan that shall cause the very pillars of the universe to 
tfemble ! Seeing, now, my hearers, that all is perishable, I pray 
yon to bear in mind that from the ashes of mortality there springs 
an imperishable spirit, the future welfare of which must be pro- 
vided for here. Faith alone won't do much toward supporting it 
without works. If you are industrious, moral, temperate, con- 
scientious, pay all your debts to one another, and do not go on the 
credit sjrstem in your dealings with Providence, nor quarrel with 
different sects about a ha'penny's worth of religion — the locomo- 
tive of time will take you safely beyond the limits of this trouble- 
some world. If they don't, I'll pay the damages. So mote it be I 



COMPASSION FOR THS SaRINO. 



Tett. — ^Think gently of the erring ; 

Ye know not of the power 
With which the dark temptation came, 

In some unguarded hour. 
Ye may not know how earnestly 

They struggled, or how well. 
Until the hour of weakness came. 

And sadly thus they fell. 

JAx Hearers — ^how liable we are to go astray, like sheep without 
a shepherd, to be devoured by those ravenous wolves in human 
array, who prey upon fallen virtue ! — and, when a brother mortal 
has once carelessly wandered outside the moral Eden, how prone 
we are to shut the gates and keep him out for ever ! — to throw 
stones and brickbats at him if he ever attempts to get in again I 
We pour out pretended pity for him by the demijohn — blame and 
blow up one another for not rendering him assistance ; but further 
than this we do nothing. Oh ! what a pity it is, we say, that so 
fine a fellow is thus throwing himself away ! — (then we give him 
m kick, by way of assistance) — ^that he should be suffered to go to 
perdition without a hand to help him !— <and then we favor him 
with uiother kick.) We wonder why he doesn't reform, and gain 
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mdmhtance into good sodety ; and, at the same time» wa «taa4 91 
erery entrance and ayenue, ready to tell him, yery politiljv to 
' pass on,' for he * can't come in here.' ' I don't want my doorway 
dirtied with your pretty footsteps.' The fact is, we don't caie 
about taking him in, and assisting him to a new coat and charac- 
ter, for fear that such a reformation might produce a contrast any- 
thing but pleasing to our pride and vanity ; and we are not sure 
but he may manifest his gratitude with a snarl and growl, like an 
eleemosynary dog with a bone. We would all be ready quick 
enough to assist the unfortunate, did we but think we could raise 
ourselves by the act in proportion, and thereby preserve our rela- 
tive distances. It isn't in the nature of man to use strong exer- 
tions to lift a being below him to his level — to say nothing about 
hoisting him to a higher eminence. In short, we are all such a 
pack of rogues, and can have so little confidence in each other, 
that we don't know but a kindness bestowed may be a death-blow 
returned. 

My friends — as philanthropists — ^not as money-making, gain- 
seeking beings — think gently of the erring! You don't know 
how strong was the temptation that beset them in their unguarded 
hour. You don't know how the spirit of evil wrestled with the 
spirit of good — what a tussle they had together — and how unfor- 
tunately the latter fell undermost. You don't know how the 
Tempter threw dust in the eyes of their judgment and palmed up- 
on them a few gold-washed trinkets of pleasure for the genuine 
jewels of happiness ; and, when they found out their mistake, you 
have no idea how bad they felt. Oh, think gently of the erring 1 
They may be a little stained with sin ; but, washed with the tean 
of repentance, and wiped with the towel of reformation, they are 
just as good as new. Remember, they are your brethren — ^witb 
you heirs of the same heritage — children of the same God-^— sm^ 
of the same stuff, and filled with the same infirmities ; only pel 
haps some of their moral timber may be a little weaker and not f 
durable as yours. If that, however, is a fault of theirs, thea 
frog is at fault for being born a tadpole ; or I am answerable foi 
predeliction in favor of corned beef and pretty women. Tl* 
have committed no crime, but only erred — stumbled in the 
wherein you all in weakness tread. Then why not help the 
their feet again, and travel by your side like beloved compao 
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Because it isn't in accordance with your ungenerous natures. If, 
then, as you will not assist others, your feet happen to slip, and 
you fall into a dilemma or a duck pond, you may call on the devil 
for help — you won't get assistance from any other quarter. 

My worthy hearers — speak gently to the erring ! It is enough 
for them to know, without being chided about it, that dove-eyed 
innocence and white-winged peace have flown from their native 
bowers, and left the heart cheerless and sad. It is enough for them 
that muddy disgrace has been cast upon them without having it 
rubbed with a scornful brickbat. It is enough for them to know 
that they have a heavy load to bear without each passer-by clap- 
ping on a budget of reproaches. It is enough for them to know 
that the door of the world's great and respectable vehicle is closed 
against them, without your popping your heads out of the window 
and asking him how he likes an outside passage in the storm ? If 
you enjoy a happier lot, and can't afford to spare your chidings, 
there surely must be something sadly wrong in the general making 
up of mankind. I don't know how it is, but it does seem to me 
when I look upon the prosperous, and then upon the unfortoflate, 
that decent society is comparatively destitute of good manoiirti. 

Speak kindly to the erring, my friends — ^talk to them with words 
of comfort, looks of love, and in tones of tenderness — ^and you 
may induce them to quit their thorn-covered ways, and walk in 
the paths of peace and virtue. You have all sinned in your time, 
and Heaven, perchance, has intentionally overlooked it. * Deal 
gently, then, with all who err :' ay, gently as God has dealt with 
you. If you happen to meet with a miserable fellow mortal whom 
rum has reduced to the lowest ' standard of humanity, don't pass 
him by unnoticed or with a look of cold contempt. If you have 
once been friends, be friends still. Speak to him kindly — ^take 
him by the hand — ^invite him home with you to share in your hos- 
pitalities and receive wholesome advice. Grant him all the pecu- 
niary assistance you can easily afford ; and, when you show him 
the door, show him also the road to respectability, happiness and 
honor : and then, if he isn't of a mind to profit by your kindness, 
let him go to perdition his own way — but don't throw stones at 
him as he travels. In like manner deal with that portion of tlie 
weaker and lovelier sex, whose moral strength has not been suffi* 
cient to bear up their beauty. Most of these night-blooming flow* 
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ert 40Cin to have lost all their fragrance — ^their buds of innoceoee 
hare received a blight, and their blossoms of love have faded ; 
and yet, how many of them might be made to flourish again by 
being transplanted to the warm, nourishing soil of society ! But 
alas ! society won*t look upon them any longer as beautiful roses 
or lovely lillies, but as pizenous plants, not fit to beskirt by-paths 
of decency ! So white and fine is the fabric of woman's fair fame» 
that a speck upon it not bigger than a fly- dot shows plainer than 
a grease-spot as big as your hand on the reputations of us men. 
As soon as a single yellow leaf is discovered in the chaplet of her 
virtue, the frost of suspicion falls upon the whole garland, and it 
is lovely no more. Oh ! speak gently to the adopted daughter of 
sin ! — seek for her a shelter from the storms of sorrow, and try 
to coax her into it— endeavor to persuade her to return to the old 
homestead of peace and purity : — extend your arms and welcome 
her to your bosom, as a fond parent welcomes the return of a 
wayward and wandering child. After saying and doing all this» 
and you find that she is still determined to career it to destruction, 
all you will then have to do is to — let her go it I 

But, my friends, forget and forgive all the follies and errors of 
your fellow beings. Forgiveness is as grateful to a heart that 
has erred as dew to a drooping flower. To give you an idea of 
the feeling that forgiveness produces,' I will mention that I drop- 
ped in the other day at the store of Messrs. Sands & Co., No. 273 
Broadway, and purchased a pot of Henry's Chinese Shaving Cream, 
with the aid of which, and a good razor, I divested myself of t 
fine crop of beard ; and you can't imagine how comfortable and 
happy I felt after it. I felt, for all the world, as though I had 
sinned, and just had been forgiven \ It is divine to forgive — and 
I hope you will forgive whatever errors may be made manifest in 
the flesh of your humble preacher, when I assure you that they 
are entirely extraneous, having neither root in his heart nor a hol^ 
upon his inclinations. So mote it be ! Pass round the box. 



MAN. 

Text. — What is man ? 

Mt Hxarsbs — ^man may not be the only thinking animal on ' 
face of the globe, but he is unquestionably the only one that 
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pares pians for the future, without the aid of instinct, and is ever 
elated with hope, or troubled with care. He occupies a position 
in the scale of being between the orang-outang and the angels of 
heaven — ^being a little lower than the latter and somewhat higher 
than the former. Man is a mysterious amalgamation of mind and 
matter — a compound of purity and corruption — a machine that 
turns out some good and much mischief — ^a hot-bed, in which is 
sown the seeds of sin, vice, virtue and morality. Intellectually, 
he is a god — physically, he is a beast. Over all his mightiness of 
mind, the animal propensities ever predominate. In the wild, un- 
cultured region of the soul we find but few ideal flowers ; and they 
are overshadowed by the underbrush of sensual indulgence, in a 
gloomy forest of ignorance ; but when the genial sun of education 
is admitted to warm the soil, blossoms of purity soon begin to 
bloom — plants of piety spring up — and a harvest for the heart is 
shortly gathered ; but for all this, there are many toadstools to be 
found in the pasture of man'« bosom and berries that look pleas- 
ing upon the outside, but are full of poison within. And yet 
man, inconsistent and erring man, will persist in partaking of the 
bitter fruits of iniquity, when he knows that, by so doing, he is 
sure to get the gripes and grums, and be pained in body and trou- 
bled in soul ! Yes, he will fret the spirit for the sake of the body, 
the pleasures of which are but momentary at the longest; and» 
when they depart, they leave the soul as sick as a green sailor, 
and the stomach as sour as the latter end of an old maid's exist- 
ence. 

My friends — ^what is man ? He is an amalgamation of all that 
is good, just, noble, vile, piercenary, and mean — a riddle, an enig- 
ma, a perfect paradox. While he attempts to conquer temptation, 
resist evil, and defy the devil, he gives way to the most grovelling 
desires ; and the baser passions ride rough-shod over every exalt- 
ed idea, tender feeling, and magnanimous resolution. In all his 
actions he is moved by motive — and that motive is concealed be- 
neath the thick mantle of selfishness. The greatest and the 
mightiest of men have often had their minds turned into the nar- 
row channel of self, and corrupted by the filth therein contained. 
For the love of lucre, they have gone contrary to the commands 
of their consciences — for the sake of gaining honor, glory, and 

renown, they have sacrificed ease, comfort, and happiness, and, 
4* 
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not unfrequently, large parcels of piety. Even I, myself, am wiK* 
ing to acknowledge that while my spiritual balloon is inflated with 
the gas of good and heavenly intent, I am oftentimes so strongly 
bound to earthly inducements by the cord of animal propensity ai 
to prevent my rising into a purer and more wholesome atmosphere. 
I preach morality, not only for the good of my fellow creatures, 
but also for my own benefit. I exhort all to acts of benevolence 
in order that I may make sure of my own bread and butter — and 
who wouldn't do it, that had the gift of gab and home-made elo- 
quence commensurate with mine ! 

My friends — be careful and not provide too extravagantly for 
the body. While the flesh fattens, the spirit decays. It feasts 
for a short time upon the luxuries furnished by the corporeal part, 
and then grows stupid, sickens, and gradually declines. The soul 
gets diseased from the filthy and corrupt habitation in which it re- 
sides ; and it never can become convalescent till it journeys to that 
congenial clime beyond the valley of death, where mildness con- 
stantly prevails, and where there is no change of seasom from 
January to the December of eternity. Man prides himself upon 
his reason, his intellect, and his mental endowments ; but what do 
these signify so long as his belly bears sway over his brains ? A 
jackass that drags a dray or bears a burthen is of more use to f 
community than one wlio cares for none but himself, or he whc 
destroys both body and soul by wallowing in the mire of gross in- 
dulgence. It is said in the sacred scripture that the spirit of mai 
goeth upward, and that of the beast downward : and, therefore 
all who make beasts of themselves had better keep a good lookou 
lest their immortal parts eventually take a notion to slide to tb 
bottom of that bottomless pit, from which there is no more rescw 
than there was for Satan when he suddenly dropped from healvei 
into the regions of endless wo. 

My dear friends — let us consider what man is, to make the moi 
of him. He is but a moving mass of matter — a carnsd locomc 
tive, propelled by the steam of life, guided and governed by tl 
great Engineer of the universe. He sets out with full speed upc 
the railway of existence — sometimes bursts his boiler ere he fai 
attained half his journey, and at others brings slowly up at tl 
depot of death, where he blows ofi" his spiritual vapor, and the 4 
engine is laid up in the sepulchre for repairs, to be in readiili 
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figainst the day of resurrection. Truly hath it been remarked* 
that man is but a shadow, and life a dream. That shadow is pre- 
sent only for a day, as it were. When the sun of existence sets, 
it mingles with the shade of oblivion, and is obliterated from the 
earth for ever : and as man approaches His long home, in the soli- 
tude of age, he looks back upon his life behind him as a mere 
dream« and hopes for something like joyous reality in a world 
to come. 

Don't trouble yourselves, my hearers, as to what you are — ^how 
you came here — or what your destination hereafter ; for you can 
know for a certainty nothing about it till death solves the myste- 
ry, and your spirits are returned unto Him who gave them ; but 
live righteoiftly, do good, and eschew evil, and you have nothing 
to fear. So mote it be ! 



THE PROCESS OF THE YEAR. 

Text. — ^Perceivest thou not the process of the Year > 
How the four Seasons in four forms appear. 
Resembling human life in every form they wear ? 

My Hearers — ^I shall preach to you, upon this occasion, in a la- 
conic style — ^well filled with meaning, or replete with nothingness 
— whichever you may choose. You are about to perform another 
annual round in your mortal existence — or, rather, take another 
hitch towards the dark Valley of Death, where beggar and king, 
friend and foe, lie down as cosily together as a couple of dead 
foxes. Don't be too sure of not slipping up, and receiving a fatal 
fall before you reach the mile-stone upon which is written Jan. 1, 
1846. Be careful what road you take. Consider, also, well which 
is the better mode of travelling. Putting a boiler in your stomachs, 
and raising the steam with alcohol, is a very unpleasant and dan- 
gerous way of getting along. You are liable to run off the track 
and do irreparable damage to your reputations, if not to your car- 
cases. Because why — Reason is not your engineer. If you strad- 
dle the high-mettled mare of Fancy, she may kick up her heels 
before you know it, and pitch you headlong into the dust of sober 
reality. . There is much beautiful scenery on the road that leads 
from this year to the next. To see, appreciate and admire it all, I 
advise you to perform the journey on foot. Take the staff of hope 
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in your hand — have your knapsacks well filled with faith and foi^ 
titude. The latter article is a first-rate undershirt when hlow the 
cold winds of adversity. Put a plenty of the bread and cheese oi 
charity in your pockets — be economical in your expenses — and 
keep scratching the gravel, as industriously as an old hen with a 
family of fourteen chickens. You will go slow at the fastest; 
hut then you will have a chance to behold the beauties of the 
ever-changing landscape, and thus far experience the pleasures of 
life's pilgrimage. I know, however, that you will not all take the 
same road, nor trot along with the same jog. Some will go one 
way, and some another. Some will wander far away from the 
paths of propriety — ramble through the woods in search of the 
wild flowers of pleasure, which are fascinating to the eye, hut as 
wanting in fragrance as the blossoms that bloom upon the bonnets 
of our city belles. Some will take short cuts — some long cuts — 
some cut across lots, and find themselves at last where it is im- 
possible for them to be found. My friends, how many do you sup- 
pose of those around us — say take the whole human live stock of 
Gotham — will lack the wind to hold out till the first of January 
next? More, perhaps, than you imagine. Ere a single month 
shidl have rolled over you, hundreds of your fellow citizens will 
have fallen by the way- side. Many and many, who now fancy 
that they have got a good foothold, and have both physical and 
mental strength to hold out for a twelvemonth, will be compelled 
to lay themselves down to die, just as the buds begin opening and 
the birds commence singing. It's rather hard, but it can't be help- 
ed — as an old maid (an acquaintance of mine) remarked when I 
told her that young men generally preferred external attraction to 
intrinsic worth. 

My worthy friends ! to come a little closer to my text, the foui 
seasons of the year are as emblematical of human life, in its different 
stages, as any picture that could possibly be painted by the pendl 
of Nature. Spring, with her young buds and opening blossoms 
is emblematical of youth — when the jessamines, violets, and othei 
flowers of joy and happiness spring up as suddenly from the wanr 
rich soil of the heart as toadstools after an April shower. Sr 
mer, with her green leaves and thick foliage, is a fair represc 
tire of manhood — ^when man is in the full prime, yigor and i 
Ky of being. He finds the loveliest of flowers sunonnding 
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l|{8tey^ he strays ; but no new ones starting to bloom in the gar« 
en of Hope. It is midsummer with him, and he must make up 
is mind to soon fade, as fades the most beautifulest (as my friend 
hakespere would say) of American calico, when dipped in a tub 
f hot soap-suds. Autumn is a capital counterfeit, if not a true 
ounterpart, of age. His grey hairs and frosted whiskers plainly 
sll to his contemporaries — the men of years — that the roses in 
fe's wreath are fast withering, and that notlyng save the sun of 
nmortality can renew their former brightness and beauty. Win- 
er whispers of death and the tomb. The snow-flakes that so 
Lghtly fall, like feathers, upon the graves of our kindred, remind 
s of the snows that gently descend upon the a)ready-hoary head 
f extreme old age. But the old man soon dies, and goes to his 
}ng home, about which we living mortals know no more than a 
aterpillar does of its future butterfly existence. 
My dear friends ! a new year is now before you: make the miost 
nd the best of it you can. So mote it be ! 



ABOUT THE DEVIL. 



Text. — ^The Devil's mad, and we are glad ; 

We've got one soul he thought he had ; 
And, if he comes on this camp ground. 
We'll take a stick and knock hmi down. 

It Fkisnds : the Devil is always tickled, and shakes his tail like 
dog at a dinner table, when he sees there is any prospect of his 
etting yet wiother morsel of mortality. The way the world wags 
n at present gives the old fellow, I must confess, a good look for 
pretty considerable large share of the spoils in the end. Now, 
rod (and, I suppose, no christian will pretend to deny what I say) 
as placed us here upon earth: he has endowed us with mind and 
iculty sufficient to insure peace and happiness while we remain 
ihabitants of this terrestrial sphere. He has given us all the ne- 
essary tools with which to work out our own salvation. He has 
ointed out to us, as plainly as a country guide-board with a big 
St and stiff finger, exactly the right road in which we should tra- 
«1 ; and if we don't trot therein, the fault and blame are entirely 
or own. He has also created a Devil, (this no believer will pre- 
end to deny,) for no other poipose, as far as I can see, thaa to go 
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•hares with him in the great undertaking of a universal creatioA. 
It appears that in this, homo vegetato world — according to stipula- 
tion — the Devil is entitled to all the human smutty heads of wheat, 
half or wholly rotten apples, and all the specked potatoes that he 
can dig from this sublunary soil. Then, of course, Mr. Devil uses 
his utmost exertions to blast as many as he can. When he pre- 
maturely blights the bud of virtue and innocence, induces youth 
to wander hellwar^, and persuades the old man to let go his hold 
upon heaven, it is all fair play on his part : but, my friends, don't 
allow yourselves to be deceived by any of his artful tricks. Go 
straight forward in the path prescribed by duty, honor and reli- 
gion ; and, with a strong conscience to back you, you will be ena- 
bled to take all hell by the horns and come off victorious. 

My dear hearers : just at the present time the Devil is mad — 
mad as a March hare. We have got one soul that he made as sure 
of, in his own mind, as I did when, in my cruel youthful days, I 
threw a stone at a bullfrog and missed him. Yes, old Joe Bruiser 
has at last become a thoroughly-reformed man. His case was a 
desperate one ; but by a daily application of religious ointment, 
and rubbing it well in, it eventually penetrated and softened his 
heart ; and he is at present as full of piety as a sheep is of ticks. 
He is now as well soaked with religion as he previously was with 
rum, and I have no doubt but he will keep morally moist to the 
end. The way he used to < go it,' on his own hook, and pick up 
passengers by the way, was a caution to country mail-coaches. 
He was blasphemous enough to swear at his Savior, make mouths 
at his Maker, and speak disrespectfully of the blessed Virgin; 
but, thank heaven, he has become an altered man — a regenerated 
being — born anew, a big but exceedingly promising baby ; and the 
good, that he is yet to accomplish, will be more than paramount to 
all the evil he has done in his life-time. Of course, the Devil 
is mad about the matter ; but who cares ? I and all the world re- 
joice to think that so monstrously wicked a fish has at last been 
caught in the net of righteousness. 

My ex-associate, the Devil, thought he had old Joe as fast aa ft 
rat in the trap. He considered him his most faithful friend upoft 
earth — relied upon him for the best of supplies—considered hit 
influence and exertions worth more than the combined effi>rtB of a 
"Whole community of skeptics. His Satanic Majesty had ma^ 
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most extensive preparations for the reception of old Joe and his 
host. He went so far as to enlarge his premises, and huild an ex- 
tra fire in a newly-farnished parlor ; but he is sucked in, after all. 
Old Joe has slipped his halter, and now prances, like a spirited 
colt, oyer the green pastures of piety, hope, and happiness. Ha- 
ha ! methinks I now see his devilship flogging his imps, down be- 
low, and aising special Cain in his back kitchen, all on account of 
having lost so valuable a prize as old Joe. Let him wail, groan, 
and grit his teeth, and be besinged — ^Joe Bruiser belongs to our 
company, and we shan't part with him till he takes a notion into 
his head to make a deuced fool of himself — ^which I presume wiU 
be a long time first. 

My respected hearers — I did glory in the thought that we had 
the Devil pretty well fenced in — or perhaps more properly speak- 
ing, fenced out — ^till some of our bishops, clergymen, and ministers 
of the faith, carelessly, thoughtlessly, or couldn't-help-it-ly, let 
the bars down and gave the old creature a chance to trespass, as 
heretofore, upon the unmown meadows of morality— tangle up the 
long grass of terra-divine grace, and deflower the few small patch- 
es we have left of earthly virtue and innocence. Heigho ! — hal- 
lelujah ! — ^let the Lord be praised. I sigh while I sing, and sing 
while I sigh ; and yet I bow in meek submission to Him who rides 
upon the whirlwind and handily drives the storm and tempest at 
tandem. To him alone I leave it whether these things ought to be 
or oughtn't. 

My worthy friends — knowing, as we all do, that the Devil is 
still at large, and prowling about, like a wolf in search of poorly- 
constructed sheepfolds, it behooves us to arm ourselves according- 
ly. Let us be well provided in the superfine powder of piety, the 
muskets of true morality, the swords of truth and wisdom, filled 
with * christian spunk,' — and then let the old Arch Enemy come 
upon our camp ground if he dare. We'll beat him off with the 
bludgeons of faith, holiness, charity, benevolence and love— -give 
him a kick a posteriori, and send him supperless to his subterra- 
nean bed. Shall we do it ? If ' yes ' be your response— we will 
do it So mote it be ! 
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TiDCT. — ^AU we see, above — aroand — 
Is but built on fairy ^ound ; 
All we trust is empty shade. 
To deceive our reason made. 
Tell me not of paradise, 
Or the beams of houris* eyes ! 
Who the truth of tales can tell 
Cunning priests invent so well ? 
He who leaves this mortal shore, 
Quits it to return no more. 
In vast life's unbounded tide 

They alone content may gain, 
Who can good from ill divide. 
Or in ignorance abide — 

All between is restless pain. 
Before thy prescience. Power Divine, 
What is thiB idle sense of mine ? 
What all the learning of the schools— 
What sages, priests and pedants ? — fools ! 
The world is thine ! From thee it rose — 
By thee it ebbs — ^by thee it flows. 
Hence, worldly lore ! by whom is wisdom shown ! 
The Eternal knows — knows al) — and he alone ! 

BxLOVED Hearers — ^this world, as has been said, is all a fleeting 
show — it is nothing more than a flimsy bubble, floating about on 
the great ocean of Time, which will soon burst up, or be sucked 
into the vortex of Eternity. All its rainbow tints of fancy must 
fade away as the night of nonentity approaches — all the beauties 
shall be wrapt in the pall of darkness, and only a faint gleam 
of sunshine left to gild the horizon of man's hopes. All 
we put our trust in is an empty shade — made to obfuscate the 
brain, deceive the reason, and lead us into the lab3nrinthine paths 
of trouble and disappointment Man, himself, while an inhabit- 
ant of this crustaceous ball, is only the shadow of what he will 
be by and by ; he is nothing at all — and the whole world is no- 
thing. Don't talk to me about paradise. There is no earthly ptr 
mdise, my friends, half as lasting as the ephemeral glory of a git 
sling. Even Hoboken — the loveliest garden planted by the joij^ 
efforts of man and Nature — bears no perennial bloom. It we^ 
the robe of beauty for only a short season, and then yields u; 
its charms to the rude blasts of autumn and winter, presenti 
more forbidding aspect than many other less generally attnu 
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iqK>t8 ; the same as the prettiest young g^rls are apt to make the 
ugliest old women. As eyanescent as are the charms o^Hohoken, 
it is a beautiful oasis adjoining the barren circle of us poor pent- 
up Gothamites. We behold it across the riyer with the same de- 
light as does a life- wearied mortal the land of the blest across the 
turbid wayes of death — or as did the Jews behold ihe fair Canaan 
upon th«4Uiks of the flowing Jordan. 

Sweet fields on Jordan's blooming strands 

Lay dressed in Hying green; 
So to us all Hoboken stands, 

W^ile Hudson rolls between. 

My hearers : I must skip that part of my text which speaks of 
the beams of houris* eyes, and of the tales that ctinning priests 
inyent, as they are subjects beyond the control of my explattera- 
ting powers ; but I will tell you some news, which is, that who- 
eyer quits this mortal shore, and embatks for another world on 
board the good ship Immortality, quits it to return no more. Ah ! 
my friends, there is no come back with him, because passengers 
are taken but one way; and I doubt whether he would eyer desire 
to return, unless politics happened to rage high there : and then 
he would be better off here. When a brother mortal closes the 
dim eye on a bed of sickness, lays his cold digits in your palm, 
and faintly breathes farewell ! you know it is his final adieu, and 
the last time that solemn word shall escape his lips. It isn't one 
of your humbug Madame Celeste's farewells, signifying nothing, 
but one which sincerely implies good bye, for eyer. 

Don't weep, my friends, oyer the decajring dust of mortality, nor 
drop a tear upon the old hat of a departed friend ; for tears cannot 
embalm the spirit in its carnal, crumbling sarcophagus, nor recall 
the dead to the Hying ; but let the optical brine flow in such chan- 
nels only as may lead to possible moral results. For instance, 
husbands ! weep oyer the follies and extrayagances of your wiyes ; 
wiyes ! shed tears of solicitous anxiety oyer the dissipations and 
yices of your husbands. These may effect something ; but when 
the contents of Hfe's cup haye been once spilt upon the ground, 
they soak in, and appe^ again only at the eternal fountain of hea- 
ven, while crying on the subject is all in my eye, as common folks 
say. But the next thing is, how are we to be happy and content- 
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ed whUe we stay here ? This is easily solved by the sin^ rait 
of commoB gumption. Multiply yirtuous actions, divide good 
evil, and subtract lots of vices : the quotient will be the answer — 
contentment — and the remainder, if any, a small overplus of hap- 
piness, to be used as occasion may require. You must learn to 
separate the tares from the wheat, or else be prepared to continue 
in restless pain ; for recollect that while you are picking berries 
of comfort in the world's wild wilderness, if you don't Imow the 
wholesome from the poisonous, you will be occasionally afflicted 
with a bowel complaint, and no such thing as ease or serenity can 
sooth the troubled waters of the soul. While you remain in bless- 
ed ignorance, however, you cannot commit a thousand petty sins 
without feeling the spurs of a guilty conscience ; but, my dear 
friends, so long as you eat the apples of good and evil, gathered 
from the tree of knowledge, then just so long will you be subject 
to a constitutional ailment of spirit. 

My dear hearers : you are all fools, and Pm another, compared 
with that Almighty Power Divine, whose wisdom, knowledge, 
love and goodness inflate the stupendous balloon of creation — who 
has fastened the corners of heaven's blue curtain to the opposite 
poles of the earth, and lit up the great temple of the universe by 
a splendid solar chandelier, around which millions of celestial ta- 
pers for ever revolve — ^whose home is everywhere, and nowhere 
in particular — ^%vho waves his fiery banners amid the thunderings 
of elemental battles, causing old Ocean to roar like a lion, and lash 
his tail with fear and fury : in whose calendar, years are marked 
down as moments, and centuries as suns: whose memorandum 
book is everlasting space, upon which are recorded all the event! 
that have ever been conceived in the matrix of time since th 
opening of creation. Now, what is this earth, and what are vn 
compared with the great Omnipotent ? We are nothing but me 
skippers crawling over a bit of mouldy cheese. We don't knc 
anything, with all our learning. Queen Victoria, Daniel Webs 
General Jackson and Van Buren are all fools, only they don't ki 
it — if they did, they would know something, at least. Whi 
man ? — an insignificant insect ! to-day sporting in the sunshini 
pleasure — to-morrow trod upon and crushed by the foot of I 
leaving not a grease-spot behind to tell that such a creature 
existed. Let us think of these things for a week, and 
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may not produce something like a spirit of humbleness in the 
hearts of us all. So mote it be \ 



man's PROGRJCSS — MECHANICALLY AND MOKALLT. 

Text. — How fast the world advances — 
How little man improves ! 

My Hearers — the world is advancing with railroad speed along- 
the path of science and civilization ; but the question is, whether 
its progress is directed towards heaven or the diggins of the damn- 
ed. Man, morally speaking, has not gained a single step toward 
the summit of holiness, since he was kicked out of Elden and left 
to wander, alone and unbefriended, in the wilds of wretchedness 
and want. He improves intellectually and mechanically, but not 
morally ; but I am determined to persevere, through patience and 
the aid of faith, and either preach people into pious practices oi 
into the pit of perdition. They shall not sit wholly unmoved un- 
der such rough and raking eloquence as mine. The pure waters 
of the heart shall not be allowed to stagnate for the want of occa- 
sional stirring up, so long as I have physical strength to keep my 
moral muddler in operation. 

My friends : the world has advanced most wonderfully since the 
beginning. Splendid and costly garments have taken the place of 
fig-leaf aprons — ^instead of the rude and clumsy ark, constructed 
by Noah, we have the magnificent steamboat devised by Fulton — 
where the wheels of lumbering vehicles once rolled lazily along, 
now rushes the steam locomotive with meteoric speed, using up 
time and annihilating space — and the hand is now relieved of taany 
a tedious and irksome task by the miraculous power of machinery. 
Yes, my friends, almost everything is done by machinery now-a- 
days, even to the making of pills and poetry ; and I shouldn't be 
much surprised if we soon relied upon its aid for the propagation 
of our species. From the vast field of science we have culled 
some beautiful flowers, and places once desolate now bloom like 
the gardens of the east. Man almost splits his^pantaloons in ta- 
king such long strides towards the climax of perfection ; but he 
need not exert himself — for but a few centuries will slide away at 
best ere he will have reached the summit, and then back he will 
iall into primitive ignorance and degradation — ^that is, if he grow 
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not purer and better in proportion as he progresses in knowledge 
All the fancy*work that the lovely damsel* Improvement, has 
wrought for herself is destined to be torn from her by the rude 
fingers of Fate, and she will be left to commence h^r task anew, 
even as the spider's evening labor is lost by the morning broom of 
some obtruding house-maid. 

My hearers — ^if you had all improved internally as you have 
outwardly and artificially, where would you be by this time ? 
Sitting upon the step-stones of heaven's high porch, sipping the 
sweets of happiness. You, men, would be demi-gods, and you, 
ladies, beautiful wingless angels, with bosoms as pure as your faces 
are lovely. Your hearts would be caskets for the bright gems of 
virtue — ^infants would no longer suck the poison of depravity from 
your breasts, and the stains of sin cast upon you by the errors of 
grandmother Eve would wash out as easily as common dirt from 
a towel. 

My dear friends — ^I must be allowed to remark, that all outside 
improvements are of but little real use to man, and of no benefit 
to the world, unless the moral, internal arrangements are propor- 
tionately improved. In speaking of internal improvements, I have 
no reference to such as are brought about by indulging in roast 
beef, plum puddings, wines and other et ceteras — for these are but 
wicked outlays for the stomach ; but refer to such only as spring 
from a proper culture of the heart. It is the garden of the mind 
that needs attending to ; because there are planted our characters, 
our honors, and it is there that are sown the seeds of our everlast- 
ing happiness. If we neglect it, vicious weeds will soon o'ertop 
every virtuous flower, and then, when we come to gather in the 
harvest of our hopes, we shall reap nothing but the wild mustard 
of misery. It is foolish in the extreme to take pride in advancing 
without improving — ^to pay so much attention to the worthless, 
perishable portion of humanity while the intellect remains a sink 
for the filth of sin. 

My friends — the heart is a depository for both good and evil ; 
but it ought to be the home of piety alone. There is no necesnty 
for having quite So much trash deposited there as there is. Skitt 
off the scum that swims upon the surface of depraved human na- 
ture, as often as once a week at least ; and allow my moral phjnrie 
to purify the inner man every Sunday. Then, if 3roii should 1M 



unfortanate enough to go to deBtruction at last, I sliall have the 
satisfaction o£ knowing that I pulled at your coat-tails till you slip- 
ped the garments of mortality. 

Endeavor to imprpve as you advance in the world, else you lose 
more than you gain ; and you will finally become convinced that, 
Tvith all your advancement, you have been growing more wicked, 
and the worse for wear. The time will soon come when the tim- 
bers of your carnal dwelling shall become rotten — its windows 
broken — ^its doors closed — and its fires extinguished in the dust 
and ashes. So mote it be ! 



ON DEVILS. 

Text. — ^There are many devils that walk this world — 

Devils large and devils small ; 
Devils so meagre, and devils so stout. 
Devils with horns, and devils without; 
Shy devils that go with theit tails up curled. 
Bold devils that carry them quite uniurled. 

Mock devils and devils that brawl : 

Serious devils and laughing devils. 

Imps for churches and imps for revels. 

Devils uncouth and devils polite. 

Devils black and devils white. 

Devils foolish and devils wise ; 

But a laughing woman with two black eyes 

Is the worstest devil of all ! 

Mt Hearers — ^I've got to take a devilish subject by the horns this 
time ; however, I am as bold as a lion, and don't care a straw even 
for that devil of all devils, old -Beelzebub himself. He and I had 
a set-to long time ago, as the poet says — and the way I thrashed 
the old covey was a caution to his imps. He first came palavering 
round me, and tried to stuff me up with all sorts of Tartarean blar- 
ney. He said that vice, immorality, intemperance, and all such 
trash, was just the sort o* thing to carry a man safely round the 
corners of this octagonal world. Said I, (putting my thumb on 
my nose*, as the boys do,) you can't catch an old bird with such 
chaff as that — ^you're a liar, Satan, from the very beginning of all 
that ever began to be, and you know it, too. So T doubled up my 
two gospels, and let him have it, right over the left peeper — ^then 
hit his retrospective a kick, and told him to go to . He cut 
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his stick, for dear life, and never has troubled me since. That, 
mj hearers, was what I call fighting the good fight ; and you should 
all do the same when similarly molested. Just spunk up to the 
old codger — let him know you are not afraid of him, and you'll 
quick find out that he is one of the biggest cowards that ever wore 
hair. I say, stand your ground, in spite of the devil ; and if you 
are only backed by faith and virtue, you can knock him down 
with a psalm book just as easy as nothing. 

But, my friends, there are more devils than one that go about 
this world, < seeking where they might catch somebody.' Some 
are monsters, and frightful to behold — others are little, and look 
pretty ; but these are some of the worst kind, because you can't 
fight 'em, more than you can mosquitoes. Some devils have horns 
— some don't — and some have horns that shove in and out, like a 
pencil case — out when they want to use them — in at other times. 
Look out for these fellows ! There ar^ shy devils that mix up a 
great deal of mischief for us mortals. They may be found in 
great numbers in this goodly city of Gotham — ay, even in that 
filthy lane of lucre, which projecteth toward the two great rivers, 
called Wall street. They carry their tails curled up in a knot, or 
wind 'em round their legs, and tuck the ends into their boots. 
Keep away from these devils, if you please. There are devils 
among us that show their hoofs, their horns, and the whole length 
of their tails. I need not warn you against such ; because, as my 
friend Alexander Pope says, they are monsters with such con- 
founded ugly mugs that, to be shunned and despised, they have 
only to be squinted at. The meek devils belong to the cunning 
tribe ; but we have a set of brawling devils around us, that are 
enough to bring the ten plagues of Egypt upon the kingdom of 
righteousness. They woke up Beelzebub on New Year's night by 
their infernal orgies. They are his disinherited children — and I 
verily believe that when they are cast back into the stagnant 
pools of damation that spawned them, they will give their kin- 
dr^ spirits the scurvy, and Tophet itself will have a to^ch of the 
black vOmit. 

Now, my beloved friends, I must pass over a lot of other derili 
that are lying in ambush for us, to one of a very peculiar and be- 
witching nature, and (as my text says) the very worst devil of aU. 
Ji laughing woman unth two bright eyes, is the very animal. Wlht . "j 
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can bol4 on the reins of sober reason when this beautiful devil is 
piercing the heart with the arrows of love that are propelled by 
the lightning of its eyes ? I can't, and don't try to. There is 
something under the silken eye-lashes of a young feminine devil 
that shoots a load of harmless sin right into a body ; and makes 
him feel as if strung up by the ears, and dancing in an atmosphere 
of bliss ! Oh, it's a queer sensation ! and I exonerate all from the 
blame of imprudence, who may be caught up and borne away on 
the demi-angelic wings of woman's love. I have sometimes 
thought that the devil which tempted Eve in paradise was her own •. 
beautiful shadow. No — it couldn^t have been; for she never 
would have been driven out of the garden for such an unsinful 
act of worship. It was a blasted «nake. Down with the snakes, 
I say ! Death to all snakes ! 

But, my hearers, I fear I am trespassing on your patience. 1 
could expatiate on this subject from now till breakfast. I may touch 
upon it again, one of these days — ^wind, weather, and Providence 
permitting : but, for the present, I have only to say, that if you 
don't fall into the clutches of any worse devil than lovely woman 
(as bad as she may be) you may consider yourselves as favorable 
candidates for offices in the highest courts of heaven. So mote 
it be! 



ON VARIOUS SUBJECTS. 



Trxt. — * Grood den. Sir Richard— -God-a-mercy, fellow ; 
And if his name be George, VH dUl him Peter.' 

My Hearers — ^the world is strangely given to calling men and 
things by their wrong names. There are more Mr. Thing-um-bobs, 
Mr. What-d'ye-call-'ems, Mr. You-know-whos, and Mr. So-and- 
sos, extant at present, than I ever knew since I shed my first shirt 
If you hear a man called John now-a-days, you can't be certain 
that his name is not Jedediah, Jehoiakim, or Jerusalem. In fact, 
it matters but little to him what he is called, so long as he knows 
< it means me.' Nap. Han. — a colored gentleman, whose proper 
cognomen is Napoleon Caesar Augustus Hannibal — once said that 
he ' hab seben children : dey am all named Jim, 'cept Pete, and his 
name is Bob.' So it is with the human family : they are nearly 
all Smiths, par convenience, except the Browns, and they answer 
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ed, sown their seeds, fulfilled the ends of their being, and gone the 
way of all living. This is rational and expectable ; for we all 
know that the old must die, but that the young may die, appears 
to be a futurity that never should occur upon the railroad track of 
life. However, He knows what is best for us, whose throne is 
the heavens, and in whose hands the millions of rolling spheres 
are but as marbles in the pockets of schoolboys. If I have not 
always found, my friends, in these my solitary meditations, what 
the world would call pleasure, I have ever returned from them, I 
think, a wiser and a better man. God grant that you may do like- 
wise. So mote it be ! 



man's moral obstinacy. 



Text. — ^It gives one nought but ^fief and pain 

To preach each week and preach in vain. 

Mt Hearers — ^notwithstanding that new discoveries are every day 
being made in medical science, and we profess to have a remedy 
for almost every ill that flesh is obnoxious to, still disease rages 
unchecked ; and the same, proportionate niunber of deaths. occurs 
annually as did in the days of yore. So it is in a religious and 
moral sense. Our preachers, on Sunday, exhort people to piety, 
and proclaim from the pulpit the happiness to be derived from its 
practice ; but, like balls of wax, they receive slight impressions 
upon the surface, which become totally obliterated ere they have 
rolled half way into the middle of the week. Now, for two or 
three years I have been dosing and physicking thousands with such 
moral medicine as I know cannot but prove efficacious in the most 
desperate cases, provided my patients live upon a low diet of pru- 
dence, and allow none of their mental food to be highly seasoned 
with the spice and pepper of gross desire and worldly indulgence. 
But, my friends, your carnal desires, according to your notion8> 
must be gratified ere your mental wants can be supplied ; and thif 
is the reason why I experience so much difficulty in bringing r 
enthusiastic endeavors to a happy consummation. I will stic' 
you, howeVei^, like a burdock to a sheep's back, till I know 
my efforts have not been wholly in vain, and that you are 
notch, at least» nearer heaven than you were some few years si 
My fri$nd9«->I shall not attempt to explain to you the 



IHORT PATSKT SERMONS. M 

your future existence — for that is something which mortal man 
can know no more about, while a probationer upon this little ball 
of earth, than a caterpillar knows whether he is to become a but-'' 
terfly and soar Upon the wings of beauty in an atmosphere fragrant 
with the perfume of flowers, or be destined to crawl for a short 
time amid the filthiest of filth, and then dissolve into dust No ; 
all that I care for is your temporal welfares ; for I know that if 
you do but learn how to manage your corporeal sail-boats upon 
the little lake of time, you can safely venture upon the great ocean 
of eternity. The book of fate is closed to every inhabitant of this 
terraqueous globe, and what is written upon futurity's page is too 
far in the distance to be read through the telescope of prophecy. 
While preaching, I feel my heart saturated with the sweets of an* 
ticipation ; hut when I find that I have preached in vain, the bitter 
dross of grief and mortification settles at the bottom of my bosom, 
and makes me feel as bilious as the self-indulging fool who is in 
the habit of making a beer-butt of himself. I want you to push 
while I pull, and make some exertions in your own behalf — other- 
wise all my ardent and strenuous efforts will prove as fruitless as 
the blossoms of a he-cucumber vine. 

My hearers— in my reflective moments— and, I can assure you, 
they are, like angels* visits, few and a good ways apart — ^I am 
compelled to believe that my sincere endeavors have been partially, 
if not wholly, in vain — ^however much they are lauded from the 
land of steady habits to the southern swamps of vice. The world 
xrags on, as usual, in its wicked course — the career of crime re- 
mains unimpeded — ^the wild weeds of avarice overspread and en- 
cumber the soil where should flourish the flowers of charity — 
^een-eyed jealousy still haunts the domestic circle — envy yet 
strives to thrust merit from its exalted station — ^the madder of ca- 
lumny grows as usual by the road-side that leads from neighbor 
to neighbor — ^the green leaves of love fade and wither in the mid- 
day of matrimony — and virtuous buds are killed by the frosts of 
iricious example. I have scattered seducing seeds along the path- 
Way of the world to tempt the birds of benevolence and good feel- 
ing back to their native earth, but they seem to be. as shy as 
Bhitepokes, and as intent upon reaching their heavenly destination 
as a flock of wild geese during their semi-annual migrations. 
Mothers ! are you aware that you axe suckling slaves of sin at 
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your breasts? Fathers ! do you know that your ofisprii^ are ron- 
ning as fast as their little legs will carry them towards the preci- 
pice of perdition ? While you stuff their stomachs with bread and 
milky allow their souls to surfeit upon the fat of faith and Uie por- 
ridge of paternal precept. Walk with them through the gardens, 
groves and fields of your own experience — ^point out to them every 
poisonous plant — teach them how to analyze every flower that 
springs spontaneously in the human heart — show them the differ- 
ence between every blossom that decorates the moist meadow of 
immorality, and posies that paint the upland pastures of purity, 
piety and peace : and, if they will not profit by your exemplary 
practices, nor heed your instructions, take them by the nape of 
the neck and shake them till every particle of sin that lies buried 
beneath their breeches is scattered to the four winds of heaven. 

My dear friends ! you are all going astray, like sheep without 
a shepherd : you wander about in a wilderness of gloom and un- 
certainty without a compass or a guide. I hold the salt of salva- 
tion in the palm of my hand — ^but you had rather go to the devil 
and dine upon the dainties of destruction. I offer my services, 
gratuitously, to aid and assist you in your pilgrimages through life 
— ^but you seem to consider them of no more value than an India* 
rubber life-preserver to a duck on a mill-pond. You seem to si^ 
orifice friendship upon the altar of mammon — ^you barter away^ 
your soul's safety for the sake of acenf : you burglariously enter* 
the storehouses of your brothers — steal from your sisters — ^fildk. 
from your fathers, and immolate your mothers. You break througlK- 
the fortress of virtue, and ravish the fair daughters of your kin— 
dred ; and, not unfrequently, the weak sisters of sin throw them-^-i 
•elves purposely in your way for the sake of become willing vie—' 
timsof seduction. 

Oh! my degenerate brethren ! unless you leave off many of yao:^ 
evil practices, I shall quit jpreaching, and turn my attention to rai»' 
ing cabbages and planting potatoes — in order that I may have th 
satisfaction of knowing that I sow seed in soil that will yiel 
something adequate to the humblest of my hopes. Take yoi 
choice, my friends — ^labor diligently while the day lasts ; aiul 1' 
down at night upon a bed of peace, or be careless and indokn 
and go to perdition at last So mote it be ! 
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om A Kl^OWLEDGE OF EIOfiT AND WRONG. 

Text.— If I am right, thy grace impart 
That in the right to stay ; 
If I am wrong, teach my heart 
To find that hetter way. 

Let not this weak and erring hand 

Presume thy holts to throw. 
And deal damnation round the land 

On each I judge thy foe. 

Mt Hearers — there is alwajns a right and wrong to eyer3rtfaing~* 
a right way and a wrong way — a right side and a wrong side. 
Now, as I have heen hefore you hetter than a year and a half, you 
ought to know whether I hare heen, generally, in the right o; 
wrong. I mean to be, at all times, like a box of glass, right side 
up with care, and just as discreet in the dissemination of my penny 
principles as a sense of candor and a low state of pocket pecunia- 
ries will permit. I never dig through the sacred dust of a church- 
yard, and disturb the bones of friends and relatives for the sak6 
of arriving at the welling waters of truth ; neither do I launch my 
little moral shallop upon the waves of passion, to be borne away 
by the tide, and left high and dry upon the obstinate rocks of er- 
ror ; but I paddle straight along, coolly, calmly and philosophical- 
ly. When I am right, I only want to be assured of it, and I either 
cast anchor and stay there, or push ahead the mightier : but when 
I am wrong, just convince me of it, and I will back out like a bear 
from the briars. I don't wish to be either catagorical, dogmatical 
or jackassical ; but I tell you, my friends, that my heart is just as 
transparent as a chunk of Rockland ice ; and if you can discover 
any specks of error in it, it is your duty to point them out, and 
mine to eradicate them. I am open for inspection from 6, A. M. 
till bed-time, and subject to such improvements, emendations, and 
alterations, as you in your wisdom may suggest. But it is mt bu- 
siness to administer the pills of advice to tou. 

My dear friends ! you should never smite your fallible bosoms 
and say: Before heaven and my great grandmother, I am certain 
that I am right, when you know that you are wrong. To say this, 
you certainly must have cast-iron consciences, and as little regard 
for truth and frankness as a hog has for holiness. Neither should 
you ever even presume to be right, as long as there is a possibility 
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of your being wrong; because there is no knowing but in the 
next moment you may receive a knock-down argument from the 
bludgeon of conyiction that shall lay prostrate all your arrogant 
assumptions, and make you feel as flat as the flattest note of an £ 
bugle. You should be humble and yielding — as pliable as a lump 
of butter in the hands of the dairy-maid. Humility is a lovely 
damsel, notwithstanding she comes barefooted from heaven to 
soften the most obstinate calcinations of the human heart ; and 
you ought to court her for the sake of her intrinsic virtues, with- 
out pa3ring the least attention to her home-spun frock and paste- 
board bonnet. Merely hope that you are right in your conclu- 
sions on matters and things, and when you are once faithfully and 
honestly assured of the fact, pray that you may ever remain thus, 
firm as the everlasting pillars of the universe ; but when convinced 
that you are wrong, turn ye, turn ye, and pioneer your way 
through the widd wilderness of research, till you arrive at that 
beautiful oasis where the flowers of truth are for ever blossomings 
and no snakes lie in the grass to bite the elongated heel of error. 
My dear friends! there is one crying sin in this community 
which worries my soul, and leads me, sometimes, to doubt whether 
man is anything more than a brute, indulging in, and giving vent 
to, those revengeful passions which ought never to characterize a 
creature of reason, intellect and capacity. It is this : you are too 
apt to never forgive an injury, nor to apologize when you have 
dragged the harrow of insult over the tender sensibilities of a bro> 
ther in blood, and uprooted every sprout of peace that springs up 
and flourishes in the genial soil of a pure and untarnished charac- 
ter. Yea, you never are caught apologizing for such outrageous 
wrongs ; and more — if you think your neighbor is opposed to you 
in thought, sentiment or doctrine, you are all in a delirium tremens 
to pour out your jugs of boiling vengeance upon his unprotected 
head ! You long to take vengeance by the hind leg, and sling it 
in his face, as you would a dead cat ! You itch to go forward 
with the poison of damnation to sprinkle it over the fair vineyaid 
of his hopes, and unless he should be bullied into your way of 
thinking, to play the very old Harry with his ducks ! Oh ! this li 
not as it should be, by seventeen degrees in the thermometer '-a[ . 
moral kindness ! This is not only a free country, but a free w<nM 
— there are laws made by the great Builder of the univerfte, W 
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which man may know his whole duty toward his fellow man^ aad 
if you allow them to remain a dead letter in the moral statutes, a 
responsibility rests upon your shoulders heavier than a hogshead 
of molasses. If a man does not choose to think as you do upon a 
particular subject, consider, I piay you, that he may honestly dif- 
fer ; and though he be in the right or in the wrong, still his belief 
is fostered by what appears to him to be reason, and protected by 
the bonds of a sincere and unyielding conscience. We don't all 
hear, see, smell nor taste things alike — how much less, then, can 
we be expected to reason alike ! But there is no use in my preach- 
ing here much longer, for I find that you are nearly all asleep. 

Wake up, my friends ! and listen for one teinute. If you don*t 
become more tolerant in your opinions, and 1^ others believe just 
as they please with respect to the philosophy of the milk in the 
cocoa-nut, and animal magnetism, I can't tell what will become of 
you by and by; but if you tell others to stick, like a scab, to the 
the right when they honestly believe they are right, and do the 
same yourselves, there will be no stumbling-blocks in your way 
to a general hereafter ! So mote it be ! 



ON SIGNS. 

Text. — You are all seeking after signs. 
But in them won't believe. 

My Hearers — ^in speaking of signs, I would not have you sup- 
pose that I have reference to the signs manufactured by m^n, and 
displayed upon the establishments of the profit-seeking and 
money-getting ; nor that my text alludes to your going about seek- 
ing after tavern signs — for, I believe most of you can find them 
without much seeking. You head towards them by instinct, like 
ducks to a mill-pond. No, the text refers to shadows — shadows 
that foretell coming events : such as are cast from earthly objects, 
and elongate at the approach of evening ; or those that the married 
man generally sees once in a couple of years during the time of 
fruition. 

My friends — of a truth, you all seek after signs — are apt to 
talk about them — tremble with fear at their portentous prognos- 
tications, or brighten with hope at their favorable aspects ; and 
yet you pretend to place no confidencei nor humor a belief in 
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tbein. Now, there is always a subtileness in a sign that pene- 
trates the heart, and fills it with certain emotions, which can no 
more be got rid of by the mandates of the will, than corns can he 
driven from the toes by a prodigal expenditure of profane lan- 
guage. Certain signs are infallible ; and you cannot help belier- 
ing in them, I don't care how much you affect to the contrary, not- 
withstanding ; but there are others which may be put down as 
mere symptoms — ^uncertain indications, potential in bearing, and 
sometimes rubbing hard against the limits of probability. . For 
instance, if you were to see a pig exercising his outward self 
against a post, it would be no sure sign that he was afflicted with 
fleas ; because there are various other irritations incident to the 
swinish cuticle. 

My hearers — among the doubtful signs that are shadowed forth, 
to favor and frighten us, poor temporary victims of hope and fear, 
there are many that appear prominent and conspicuous, as the 
tippler said of the ruby-red blossoms upon his nose. The aurora 
borealis may be a presage of cold weather, or a sudden change in 
the atmosphere ; but it is questionable if it has any thing to do in 
warning us of approaching calamities, scourges, wars and pesti- 
lence. If the sun retires at night behind curtains of gold, purple 
and crimson, we are not certain that the morrow will be fair, 
bright and shiny ; and if it shows a red cap at the oriental win- 
dow in the morning, the skies may, and may not, spend the day 
in mourning and weeping. A halo round the moon is sometimes 
a source of disappointment to cab-drivers and venders of umbrellas. 
When my morally and physically straight friends, the Quakers, 
pay their vernal visits to our city in a body, it generally rains 
throughout the land — ^upon the just and the unjust, including jus* 
tices; but the hopes of him who tilleth the soil ought not to 
depend wholly upon their advent — for they possibly may be flnm- 
muxed. If you sneeze twice wof a Sunday morning, it will depend 
upon circumstances whether you hear of a death before the week 
is out. If you spill salt at the table, further bad luck will no) 
inevitably ensue, although it has been said that misfortunes nevef 
come singly. The tickings of death-watches and the howlingi 
ol dogs are no more the harbingers of the ' grim tyrant's* viait 
than the mid-night cry of the Millerites is indicative of tha 
world's speedy dissolution : and an abundance of laborers in tin 
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vine])rard of the Lord is, by no meaim^ a sure sign ^at it is in a 
flourishing order, and filled 'with the young and promising plants 
of righteousness. 

My friends — ^I will now touch upon positive signs. When you 
see the summer flowers fade^- the grass wither, and hear the 
crickets chirp in the chimney corner, you may know that the 
winter is near. When the frosts of age have gathered upon 
human heads, like white mould upon a half rotten pumpkin, it is 
a sign that they will soon sink into the dust and be seen no more 
upon earth for ever. When you see a man inflated with gassy 
patriotism, making stump speeches, and telling people to stand to 
the rescue, for < the country is in danger,' you may know that all 
he wants is an office ; and probably would be the first one to run, 
or turn traitor, in a case of actual danger tb his country. When 
a young man spends most of his time in bar-rooms, it is a sign 
that he is rmning his reputation, injuring his health, and bringing 
a mildew upon his fairest prospects of life. When you see a man^ 
whose moral habiliments are a little stained by the unavoidable 
filth of the world, taking delight in commending christian endea<* 
vors and praising purity of character, without ostentation, you 
may rest assured that the roots of early piety are not altogether 
4ead in his bosom ; but by a little nourishing they will sprout 
anew, put forth blossoms of silver, and bear apples of gold. 
When you see children running about the streets, dirty, ragged 
mnd saucy, and up to their midges in mischief, it is a sign that 
their parents are an inferior species of Nobody. When a young 
lady grows sentimental, looks pale, a little blue under the eyes, 
indulges in heigh-hos, and eats chalk, it is a sign that she wants 
to get married most awfully. When your preacher hints about 
putting a plenty of sixpences in the box, for the sake of the good 
cause, you may take it for granted that he wants a few in his 
own pocket (I wouldn't save a soul for less than a sixpence if 
I lost my wig by it.) When you see a person ardently endeavor- 
ing to institute a new order of society, advocating wild and absurd 
doctrines, and to put in practice that which is contrary to human 
nature, it is a sign that he' is either a monomaniac or a mercenary 
and ambitious rogue. 

You may, perhaps, consider, my friends, that the aforementioned 
are mere signs, and not worthy of belief ; but, let me tell you, 
5* 
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there are certain signs that cannot fail. As 70a journey on in 
life, there are shadows cast across your pathways which plainly 
inform you that you are gradually approaching the dread precincts 
of the tomb; and they will continue t^ deepen till night and 
darkness exclude this fair world for ever from your visions. Bat 
there is a brighter one above, made expressly for those who be- 
have well, live righteously, and work hard for it. So mote it hei 



ON ENJOTING LIFE. 



Text. — ^Maiden, that read'st this simple rhyme. 
Enjoy thy youth, it will not stay; 
£njoy the fragrance of thy prime, 
For, Oh, it is not always May ! 

Mt Hearehs — ^we all often lament that there is so little of li/e al- 
lotted us, and yet we spend it as prodigally as though such small 
change as hours, days and weeks were of no consequence in the 
treasury of human existence, and aided not in making up the sum 
total of man's years upon earth. This is all owing to the lack of 
wisdom, economy and firmness, which we inherit from our poor, 
degenerate ancestors, and a non-exercise of those rectifying capa- 
cities which our Creator has so graciously provided us. They 
who gave us a body furnished it with weakness ; but He who 
gave us a soul has armed it with resolution, and nothing mora is 
requisite, my friends, than to make a good use of this inestimable 
gift, in order to insure health, happiness and peace even while the 
lamp of life is burning dimly in the murky atmosphere of age. 
But which of life's seasons is the time for enjoyment ? If we ad* 
mire youth, we are fond of licentiousness, folly, extravagance and 
recklessness. If we prize maturity, we value care, anxiety, trou- 
ble and disquietude ; and if we sigh for old age, we long for 8or« 
row, grief and melancholy misgivings. Yet there is enjo3rmeat 1^ 
be found in each — and an occasional diamond of delight is dug Iknl 
amidst the sands of a comparatively barren and worthless eiiat^ 
ence. 

Dear maidens ! not long since I preached to the youth of Hkm 
opposite sex, and told them to go it while they were young, ibr 
when they should become old they couldn't ; and, now, alloir me 
to advise you to go it (but not with a perfect looseness) while thi 
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days of pleasure are present, and the fountain of enjoyment is for 
ever flowing. Go it, girls ! — exult in the extatic enthusiasm of 
youth — pluck the posies of pleasure ere they begin to fade in the 
sad September of .womanhood — romp over the fields of flirtation, 
and through the gardens of gayety, as much as you please, but 
protect your petticoats from the various puddles of vice that ob- 
struct the path of virtue ; for, when they are once stained, neither 
turpentine nor tears can render them clean as before : and be care- 
ful, also, how you are induced in an unguarded moment to wan- 
der without the walls of propriety, lest the gates be for ever closed 
upon you, and you be left to wander still, pitiless and unbefriend- 
ed, except, perhaps, by some angel of mercy who looks out from 
the window of heaven, and beckons in vain for you to come and 
partake of hospitalities denied by a wicked and uncharitable world. 
Partake of all the proper enjoyments that the spring of youth 
afibrds. Luxuriate in love as long as it lasts, but don't make 
yourselves sick with its sweets, nor too early inoculated with 
its poison. The May-month of maidenhood — the last and the 
loveliest of youth — is the time to revel in the delights of love. 
Therefore, improve it as jou best can while the rosy bed of Cupid 
is surrounded with the richest of fragrance ; for remember, my 
dear young feminines, that with you it ^ill not always be May, 
and that love hath not all seasons for its own. No — m the very 
summer of life the blossoms of love begin to fade — in the autumn 
they are withered and devoid of perfume, and even the green leaves 
upon the tree of love grow sere, and fall to the ground ; but ah ! 
in the winter of age the hollow wind murmurs amid the naked 
branches, as though wailing for the loss of those wreaths of fond 
affection which youth's gay spring so gracefully wove. An old 
woman of fifty or sixty can no more feel the full influence of the 
tender passion than a chunk of ice can be warmed by moonshine. 
She may fancy that she feels sometimes a little of the liquor of 
love leaking through the half-closed pores of her heart ; but her 
love is just about as much like the genuine article which you, 
young maidens, possess, as the momentary gleams of a lightning- 
bug's latter extremity are like the ever-blazing rays of the eternal 
sun. Her love amounts to nothing more than partiality, sympathy, 
fondness, or friendship — a kind of calm liking, that doesn't stir 
up the bosom much or create any particular pricking or uneasy 
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sensation of the flesh ; but yours is the real ginger of affectioli. 
When you love, you go it like water down an eave's spout — ^yott 
ding to the idols of you hearts like sheep-ticks to the wool — now 
the waves of joyful excitement beat about in your breasts, and 
now the mild moonlight of melancholy rests upon a scene of gloom, 
and silence — now you feel a curious, silly, sublime, mysteriouiL 
and magnetic sensation all over, even to your very ancles, a^ 
though you were just beginning to feather out — and now agaii> 
your hearts, hands, feet and flesh are as cold and senseless as the 
toes of a brass monkey in winter. Such, girls, are your feelings 
when in love ; and I know very well that they are as rapturous as 
they are ridiculous. Therefore I would have you enjoy them 
while the calendar of youth is set for the merry month of May, 
and ere the frosts of November shall have destroyed the blossoms 
of your beauty and congealed the current of your loves. 

My dear friends — it is not always May, neither will it always 
be life with us ; so let us literally enjoy its enjoyments while they 
are within our reach, and not crush such beautiful eggs in our 
hands by grasping too eagerly. Let us, by prudence, economy, 
morality, and a moderate indulgence in the pleasures of the world, 
try to gather the roses of life without its thorns. Let us endeavor 
to live as well as we ought, and not as well as we can ; — not 
pride ourselves too much upon vain accomplishments, for they 
must all perish with us in the ground — nor boast of honors, for 
the tomb must hide them. What are the dead to us, bugs of mor« 
tality, that crawl upon their graves? Nothing. There they lie, 
rotting, unheeded, linthought-of, as though they never had been ! 
The grass grows from their bosoms — the cattle eat the grass — man 
eats the cattle — and Death swallows man at a gulp ? Dust, then, 
we are ; and we must make up our minds soon to return to dust. 
If we have been vicious and reckless in our younger days, we 
must contrive to be serious and virtuous in our maturer yean. 
Virtue adds a bloom and a freshness even to the beauty of youth; 
but an old reprobate haf more wrinkles on his soul than he hat 
on his forehead. If we so manage as to really enjoy all the gifb 
that heaven bestows uppn us, and don't .teaze Providence with too 
many foolish petitions, there is no doubt but we shall eventtiallf 
find that happier and better land, where it is always Miay» fidiir ' 
January to the December of eternity. So mote it be ! 
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HIOHFLOWN WORDS. 

TxZT.-^Armado is a most illustrious wight, 

A man of fire-new words, fashion's own knight. 

Mt Hearers — allow me on this occasion, to he a kind of half 
Armado and half myself-^as far as words are concerned. Listen, 
then, while I discourse upon Man. Open your ears that you may 
hear, and your understandings that you may know what I am 
talking ahout. Man is a loquacious, I may say garrulous, animal ; 
carneous, carnivorous, graminivorous, herhivorous, and piscivorous 
in his nature. He is a singular biped — a puzzle to himself, and 
an enigma to the world. Unlike all other creatures that locomote, 
his knees bend forward — towards the future : which shows that 
he was intended to progress^ and never retrograde. In shape he 
is diverse : gibbous, gor-bellied,* square and round-shouldered, 
bow-legged, knock'kneed, and straight-shanked: fat, plump, 
spare, lean, lantern-jawed, bacon-faced, and blubber-cheeked : ^ 
natural-eyed, cross-eyed, blear-eyed, squint-eyed and goggle-eyed. 
But, my friends, to refrain from descanting and expatiating upon 
man*8 physical, physiognomical and corporeal qualities, what is he, 
entomologically speaking, but an ephemeral insect, that performs 
a diurnal peregrination to the grave ? Scarcely has the erubes- 
cence of life's morning ceased to blush upon his cheek than he per- 
forms his nocturns amid the dull shadows of death. Ornithologi- 
cally speaking, he is a non-plumigerous bird, that hops, f rqm tree 
to tree, fills its crop with flies and grubs, sings a summer song or 
two, and departs to some unknown clime. 

My friends — man is a fastuous being, proud of a full purse, and * 
as ostentatious of a fine appearance as a peacock with his poste- 
rior appendage extended. He sometimes manifests the longanimi- 
ty of a jackass, but more frequently he is as restless and unset- 
tled as a toad in a hail storm. He holds that good works are ne- 
cessary to his salvation, yet his slothfulness induces him to rely 
upon solfidianism. With all his haughtiness, he kneels like a dro- 
medary ; but his genuflections are oftener performed at the altar 
of mammon than at the throne of grace. He moistens his spirit 
with the water of life, and furnishes his inner man with a humec- 
tation in the shape of a brtody toddy. After partaking of an om- 
nifarious repast and going throngh a few manual exercises, which 
he calls the toils of the day, he goes yawning to his bed chamber 
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and arails himself of the glorious oonsopiation, allowed to a 
weary mortals. Verily, the chief end of man is to eat, drink, g 
money, and sleep. Truly he is a hibacious, voracious, avariciou 
and somnolerous creature. No oleaginous persuasion can mai^ 
pliant his immutable obstinacy. He must and will have his oi\^ 
way, like a hog on a turnpike, or a wom$ui making pies. Nat^ 
rally addicted to litigiousness, he will wrangle about words, a^ 
nothing can put a stop to his logomachy but sheer exhaustion, cu 
finding himself illequeated in his own arguments. Ignominiously 
parsimonious and self-denying, he abrogates the pleasures and 
comforts of life, and then whines about his own jejuneness, and 
thinks the world as barren of happiness as a bat is of feathers. 
Alas for his self-inflicted lycanthropy ! Taking it for granted 
that he is born to sorrow, he indulges in luctiferous cogitations 
till a confirmed melancholy settles upon his soul, and both misan- 
thropy and misogyny take a life lease of his bosom. Feeble and 
faint are his philanthropic emotions for the suffering ones around 
him who cry fpr his assistance ; but strong are his feelings of 
humanity towards those who are sufliciently far off as to be beyond 
the, reach of his generosity. His heart, for aught I know, may be 
as soft as wax by nature, but the scorching fire of selfishness 
makes it as dry and hard as a brickbat ; and nothing but a golden 
or silvery prospect can malaxate its obduracy— which you all 
know by experience. 

My hearers — I will now consider Man alphabetically from k 
to Z. — ^He is an Antipode of righteousness, and the Antetype oi 
sin; a Boaster of integrity, and a Beast of passion ; a Chrisom oi 
fate, and a Chouse of chance ; a Duplicate of the devil, and 8 
Dunce of fortune ; an Enthymeme in logic, and an £pigram Ia 
the poetic collection of creation ; a Formula for the making o| 
monkeys, and a Foundation for an edifice of folly ; a Gift of Godt. 
and a Grub of the ground ; a Hallelujah in church, and a Hodg| 
podge at home ; an Idolator of golden images, and a decided Illitf 
sion ; a Jackanapes of fashion, and a Jolthead of custom ; a KnaTi| 
in a small way, and a Kernel of honesty ; a Lackbrain in wisdoo^ 
and a Loggerhead in learning ; a mimicking Monkey, and a coU^ 
blooded Monster ; a Ninnyhammer at times, and a Niggard by ii«^ 
ture ; a restless Oaf, and a sample of Obliquity ; a perfect Pamf- 
dox, and a Parody on Adam and Eve; a Quagmire pf corruptkilf 
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and a Quintuple of error ; a Radiance from the Sun of Rigbteous- 

ness, and a Rainbow of deception; a Saint on Sunday, and a Sau- 
Aage skin stuffed every day ; a Titmouse, and a Tempest in a tea- 
pot ; an Urn of memory, and an Ulcer on the face of creation ; a 
Vulcan at making thunder, and a small Vial of wrath ; a Weather- 
cock in politics, and a Weazel withal ; a Yew that braves the 
storms and tempests, and You who bend before them ; a Zephyr 
breathed out of heaven to be blown into eternity. Such is Man, 
my friends — such are you — and so am I. Let's all get through 
the world together the best way we can, and without making big- 
ger fools of ourselves than nature intended us to be. So mote it 
be! 



ON THE PROGRESS OF IMPROVEMENT. 

Text. — Come bright Improvement on the car of Time, 
And rule the spacious world from clime to clime ; 
Thy handmaid Art shall every wild explore. 
Trace every wave, and culture every shore. 
On Erie's banks, where tigers steal alon?. 
And the dread Indian chaunts his dismal sone 
Where human fiends on midnight errands walk. 
And bathe in brains the murderous tomahawk- 
There shall the flocks on thymy pastures stray. 
And shepherds pipe at summer's opening day. 

My Hearers — ^the spirit of improvement in the arts, sciences, agri- 
culture, and commerce, is going ahead, like.wild fire on a prairie, 
and there is no end to it — no stopping it— no such thing as a goal 
of perfection. But before I proceed further, allow me to remark, 
that we don't improve in everything quite so fast as we think we 
do ; if we did, we men should all have become, ere this, gods, 
barely lacking omnipotence, and the women angels without wings. 
The world is too apt to think that every new feather in the cap of 
Fashion — every new wheel in the complicated machinery of Art 
—every dereliction from the plain paths our fathers trod — are all 
decided improvements; but the idea is no more correct than a 
wooden watch. What we gain on the one hand, my friends, we 
often lose on the other — and so things remain in statu quo, as the 
lawyers say. For instance, as we improve intellectually and me- 
chanically, we digress morally ; for (I hate to say it, but it must 
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come out) moral corruption and wealthy refinement liaye ever i^ 
habited together the splendid palaces of the East, and are ev^; 
now co-dwellers in the costly mansions of the West. In sho^ 
half of our modern improvements amount to no more than wou/cf 
an attempt at making a rope longer by cutting a piece from one 
end and tying it to the other. 

But, my dear friends, I mean to speak of the spirit of improve* 
ment in general terms, as relating to enlightenment, the advance- 
ment of knowledge, and progress in the arts and sciences. In this 
respect, it is like the rolling avalanche, that leaves detached por- 
tions of its bulk by the way, and yet keeps augmenting in its cir- 
cumvolutionary course. Hardy Enterprize first goes forward as a 
pioneer in the untracked wilderness, and commences fight with 
the mighty trees of the forest, cutting them off, some in the prime 
of life, and others in green old age, and compelling them to spill 
their sap upon their countr3r's soil. Then walks Agriculture into 
them 'ere diggins, with spade, harrow, and hoe, and scatters the 
seed of promise hither and thither, assuring the hopeful settlei 
that his children's children shall sop their hard-earned crumbs in 
the real gravy of the land. The handmaid Art then comes for- 
ward, erects edifices of splendor, and leaves her OTnaments of skil 
on every side — ^builds studios for the scholars of science, am 
throws facilities in their way of increasing their wisdom, or fo: 
making egregious fools of themselves. 

Such, my hearers, is the spirit of improvement. like the over 
flowing of a stream that covers and enriches the valley, it better^ 
the natural and social condition of man, opens wide the avenue^ 
to the temple of reason, and expands the young buds of prosperii 
ty. Brush away the fog of a couple of centuries, and take a look 
at this our native land, as it then appeared. Here, upon the At> 
lantic shore the scream of the panther arose on the midnight aff 
with the savage war-whoop, and the pale-faced pilgrim tremUed 
for the safety of his defenceless home. He planted his beans ii 
fear and gathered them in trouble — ^his chickens and his childttifl 
were plundered by the foe — and life itself was in danger of letKV 
ing out from between the logs of his hut, even if it were fortiiMt 
with three muskets, a spunky wife, and a jug of whiskey. YA 
my friends, this was then a wild, gloomy and desolate pliML 
Where the Indian squaw hung her young papoose upon the boi^ 
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and left it to squall at the lia8h-a-l>y of the blast, fhe Anglo-Saxon 
mother now rocks the cradle of her delicate babe on the carpet of 
peace, and in the gay parlor of fashion. The wild has been 
changed to a blooming garden, and its limits are expanding with 
the mighty genius of liberty. On Erie's banks the flocks are now 
straying o'er thymy pastures, and a few Dutchmen (but no shep- 
herds) are already piping there. The yells of fierce savages now 
faintly echo from beyond the waters of the Mississippi, and the 
time is not far off when the last Indian will leave his bones to 
bleach on the rock-bound coast of the Pacific. 

My hearers — ^this damsel Improvement, who drives ahlad so on 
the car of Time, is working astonishments in ^is little world of 
ours ; but I believe the day will come, as it has before, when one 
single puff from the bellows of Fate will sweep all her fancy work 
into the dust-pan of oblivion, and leave her to commence anew, 
even as^the rough gale snaps the frail cordage of the spider's morn- 
ing task, leaving him to begin again, under the protecting bank- 
rupt law of nature. 

To conclude, my dear friends, permit me to remark that all out- 
ward improvements are of but little real use to man and benefit to 
the world,'unles6 the internal arrangements are improved also. I 
don't mean such internal improvements as arise from plum pud- 
dings, pork and beans, beefsteak and other et ceteras ; but such as 
spring from a proper culture of the heart. It is the mind that 
needs improving the first of all ; because on that hook are hung 
our characters, our honors, and our everlasting happiness. It is 
contemptuous folly for us to take so much pains in titivating off 
ike perishable things around us with the ornaments of art while 
the intellect remains an uncultivated waste, overgrown with the 
rankest weeds of depravity. There is too much spurious moral- 
ity in the market, and it ought to be detected. If you were to 
shut yourselves up in the dark dungeons of your own souls for a 
few moments, and there be haunted by the demons of vice that 
frequent them, I am sure you would struggle to break loose from 
their horrors, and court the friendship of the fair goddess. Virtue, 
vrhose abiding place is earth, but whose home is beyond the re- 
gions of the sun, eternal in the heavens. So mote it be ! 
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Lir£*8 WONDERS — DEALING JUSTLY. 

Text.— 'Tis wonderful ! — and yet, my boy, just such 
Is life. 

My Hearers — life is one of the wonderful wonders of the world 
— a most mysterious mystery. We only know that we have life. 
Whence we obtain it we know not, and whither it goeth, when 
the body dies and dissolves, is beyond the compass of mortal vision. 
Leaving its principle alone, as something no moris capable of being 
handled than a rainbow or moonshine, what is life, metaphorical- 
ly speaking ? It is a sea, wide, fathomless, calm, beautiful, and 
terrible. The light of heaven spills itself upon it, and it is deck- 
ed with every hue of joy and glory ; anon, dark clouds arise, con- 
tending winds of wo, grief and fate go forth, and Hope sits wiping 
her eyes with her apron, over the wrecks of peace and happiness. 
life, my friends, may also be called a ship upon the sea of time, 
upon which we, sublunary voyagers, are passengers. How gaily 
we glide along in the gaze of the world, with canvass all spread 
and streamers afloat (especially our Broadway belles) ; but, after 
all, we are chartered by sorrow and freighted with sighs. We put 
on smiles to cover our tears ; and withering thoughts, of which 
the world knows nothing about, like heart-broken exiles, lie burn- 
ing below, while the vessel drives on to that unknown shore, of 
which no authentic description has yet been given. lAfe, my 
dearly beloved brethren, I may also consider a blossom full of 
beauty and promise in our younger days, but yielding not exactly 
that sort of seed and fruit in our old age which Hope gave us rea- 
son to expect. Yet old people are happy : a mild sunshine rests 
upon their souls, although they sit in the dull shadow of the tomb. 
They glory in the hope of soon rejuveliating themselves, and pick- 
ing some of the plumpest kinds of cherries in a perpetual para- 
dise, beyond this thistle-covered sphere. The days of life, n^ 
worthy friends, appear to be sisters all alike, and yet none exact- 
ly the same. They have a similarity of form and feature, except- 
ing, perhaps, some of them have a few more false curls thanothei«» 
a little more paint upon their cheeks, a greater quantity of bustle^ 
and various other little deceptions^ Life, after all, is a humbff. 
It doesn't perform what it promises ; it holds out to us false in- 
ducements — cheats us of at least half that Expectation ofos « 
— not unfrequently plucks every beautiful feather from the Mti 



of hope, and digs many a grave by the path of glory. Lile» npon 
esurth, isn't much to brag of — ^just in keeping with everything ter- 
restrial. When it shall cast off its old clothes of mortality, and 
array itself in the never wear-outable garments of everlastingness, 
it will be worth possessing ; but, as it is, it is no great shakes — 
damaged fever and ague beats it all to pieces. Here endeth my 
discourse upon this subject. I will now give you a sermon in a 
few words, which ought to better answer the purpose of a longer 
one: 

Text. — Justly deal, uprightly act. 

That's the sort, my friends. Whatever your consciences dictale 
to be done, do it, and tell the devil to go home and attend to his 
domestic afiairs. Deal justly with all men ; if your neighbor steals 
a sheep of you, consider it as an act of necessity on his part, and 
furnish him with funds to buy his mutton for the fCiture. Be fru- 
gal, industrious, temperate, kind, benevolent, charitable, loving, 
forgiving, moral, religious, and persevering, and you will perform 
a safe and pleasant journey to that land where happiness is piled 
up in heaps, and blossoms of bliss ever bloom. So mote it be ! 



THE PAST — ITS WRECKS AND RUINS. 

Text. — ^Ah ! dark are the halls where our ancestors revelled. 
And mute is the heart that enlivened the day ; 
The towers that they dweh in are awfully levelled. 
And the signs of their greatness are sunk in decay. 

^^T Hearers — ^it gives a melancholy shade to the brow of Retro- 
spection for her to wander amid the ruins of the past. She there 
sees how human greatness has become levelled with the dust — 
liow pride, glory, and earthly pomp, have had- their fall, nevermore 
%o rise — how oxygized has become the anchor of hope, and how 
"worthless are the dry tones of Ambition's once mettled steed. 
The halls where our ancestors once revelled in mirth, gayety and 
joy, are now as dark as the tomb— as dreary as the valley of death 
— as deserted as a hornet's nest in winter, and as silent as the ca- 
tacombs of Egypt. The mansions in which they dwelt are buried, 
like those of Herculaneum and Pompeii, in the ashes and lava of 
oblivion ; and, as the once-beautiful cities of Tyre, Sidon and Ba- 
bylon became overspread with the wild weeda of desolation, so 
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the dark wing of oblivion in an instaift, as it were, overshadowed 
the sunny landscape o£ life, and left them to sleep in the midnight 
gloom of forgetfalnes. Of the links that compose our ancestral 
chain, memory can count but one or two at the farthest : all be- 
yond which is a mere matter of history, tradition, or speculation. 
The progenitors of our progenitors, as well as the progenitors of 
their progenitors, are all lost in the labyrinth of obscurity ; and as 
for endeavoring to trace all your ancestral windings from the pre- 
sent back to the beginning, you might as soon think of feeling 
your way to heaven with your eyes shut and an extra load of 
liquor upon. your. stomachs. 

My friends — ^when with the scythe of meditation we attempt to 
mow in the broad, meadow of the past, and find how Time has 
tangled up the grass with his long legs, and trodden down lovely 
blossoms beneath his extensive bog-trotters, we grow sick of the 
idea, and instinctively turn our attention to the flowery fields of 
the present. It hangs icicles upon the heart to wander among the 
tombs of our fathers, and think how the worms have held banquets 
in their bosoms till nought but a dish of dry dust remains. Can 
this be all, we ask, that is left of man when the electric principle 
of life has ceased to operate on his mortal machinery ? Echo an- 
swers — * All !* Yes, my friends, the most beautiful and refined 
lumps of mortality, when tryed in the crucible of Death, turn out 
to be nothing more nor less than mere dross. How little do we 
suspect that we are guilty of cannibalism while partaking of the 
vegetable productions of the earth \ With our daily food we eat 
the flesh of our kindred: the dust of the dead affords fnoarish- 
ment for the living; and the best of plum pudding is but a mixture 
composed of pulverized bugs, reptiles, worms, brutes and mortals! 
The spade of the grave-digger covers man with the ashes of his 
ancestors, and the time is yet to come when the dust of our now- 
animated bodies will be sprinkled in particles upon the coffins of 
our great-great-great-great-great-great grand-children. [I should 
like to have that mosquito put out of the room.] 

My dear friends — the halls where our ancestors revelled are dark 
indeed. We feel sad and lonely in visiting them, but can hardly 
realize that their old inmates are gone to return no more ; that their 
joys are ended; the music of their voices has ceased for ever; and 
that the monuments of their greatness, now fast falling to decay* 
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must soon lie broken and buried in the oblivions dost We seek 
for them, but they are not to be found; we csfi, but they answer 
not ; for the reason that they are sleeping the sleep that knows no 
waking [that mosquito is very annoying] on their cold sepulchral 
beds, where neither bugs molest nor mosquitoes trouble. They 
have given their bodies to earth, their souls back into the hands of 
their Creator, and left the record of their good deeds for posterity 
to praise and protect by word, but abuse and mutilate by action. 

My hearers — ^in the lapse of a few years you will have drawn 
the brittle thread of life to so fine a texture Uiat old age and infir- 
mity will suddenly snap it asunder. Then your children's grand- 
children may enter your deserted mansions, and find them dark and 
desolate. They may go and knock at the door of your tombs till 
their fists are sore, but you will hear them not. It wiQ require 
something more than mortal rap to arouse you from your everlast- 
ing slumbers. You will sleep sweetly on, undisturbed by the 
earthquakes and thunders of a jarring world till the day of gene- 
ral rising ; when, like caterpillars, suddenly changed to butterflies, 
you will come forth in a new and more beautiful garb, and soar 
upon spiritual pinions to the realms of immortality. Though 
your sublunary dwellings become dreary, and the feet of after- 
generations tread carelessly upon your graves, still, if you have 
done your whole duty to your fellow man, and the women espe- 
cially, you will certainly be remembered by Him who protecteth 
the sparrow and listeneth to the young raven's cry. 

My hearers — ^if you would not be wholly forgotten by posterity, 
you must love morality more and money less : you must mix more 
piety with your politics, and more fervency with your prayers. 
You must try to raise your moral selves to the skies without pull- 
ing angels from off their roosts ; and, above aAl, have an especial 
regard for truth and integrity. When you have climbed the steep 
precipice of wealth' or fame, extend a willing hand to help others 
up, instead of a foot to assist them down. Do as well as you 
know how, but don't try to do any better ; and no matter if gloom, 
at last, does fill your earthly residences — ^your celestial homes will 
be brilliantly lighted with the gas of glory for ever and ever. So 
mote it be ! 
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ON THE BEAUTY AND WOaTH OF WOMAN. 

Text. — Fair is the rose that spreads its hue 
To summer skies, sereue and hlue; 
But fairer far the tints that speak 
Of innocence 6n woman's cheek. 

Dear to the blossom is the dew, 
That can its fading bloom renew ; 
But dearer far shall lovers sip 
The honey-dew on woman's lip. 

Mt Dear Hearers — so much has already been said, written, 
preached i(nd sung in reference to the outside of woman, that it 
were almoGft useless for me tc^reiterate, expatiate, translate, sub- 
stantiate, prevaricate, or predicate, oh the subject. Still, it is my 
province to dive into those waters to which the spirit leads me, and 
thence bring up such precious pearls as they may, perchance, af- 
ford. Then, to commence. Without endorsing the ultra opinions 
of some, that the tree of vice takes root in the heart of man alone, 
and the flowers of virtue abound with woman exclusively, I will 
say, that she is the loveliest portion of the homo race ; and with 
her virtue is a more conspicuous ornament than with her worship- 
per and protector — man. Setting aside this particular distinction, 
I ask, where is there a being of the masculine gender who^ stands 
upright upon a pair of pedestals, and whose heart has not become 
clay-hardened, in the kiln of selfishness, that will not respect, if 
he cannot love, a sister female, the woof of whose sympathies is 
as much finer than his, as goose down is finer than the wiry locks 
of a water spaniel ? Being born of a woman, as we all were — 
rocked in the cradle of her maternal love — our infantine slumbers 
sweetened by her seraphic lullabies — and our little legs taught to 
travel in the way we should go, through the guidance of her anx- 
ious solicitude— ought we not to look upon her as something more 
than a mere plaything for the passions, and esteem her beyond 
those fi'penny toys which please the child for a moment, and then 
are cast aside for ever ? Look at the personifications of beauty 
worth and virtue : they are all women. The Muses, the threi 
Graces, and Fancy. Memory and Religion were women : the priii 
cess and foundress of the good arts, Minerva, who sprang froD 
the brain of the god-like Jove, was a woman : and, thank God 
my mother was a woman ! from whose breast I drew the milk otf 
modesty, meekness and mercy. 
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My dear hearers — woman is a model of such exquisite work- 
Hianship, dame Nature, in the heginning of creation, dare not try 
an apprentice hand upon her, as Mr. Rohert Bums has before me 
xemarked. No — the first unskilful attempt was on man, which 
crude specimen answered very well to the original design; but all 
the improvements — the beauty, the polish, the finish, were left to 
l)e exercised on the lasses : and We now see daily around us thou- 
sands of fac-similes.of that feminine perfection which ornament- 
ed the gay garden of paradise, and captivated the heart of its first 
lonely tenant. I am of the opinion that a toad was the first ani- 
mal created, and woman the last. Mark the improvement, my 
friends, and hush up for ever about your steamships, your rail- 
roads and your nonsensical balloons. The progress of improve- 
ment from toads to women, in the short space of six days, super- 
sedes them all. Add to the charms 6f her nature all the excellence 
of virtuous education — let these be engrafted upon a mind over- 
flowing with the juice of truth and sincerity, and woman then 
might be thought to be a domesticated angel, caught while young, 
in the ever-blooming groves of heaven. The glow of innocence 
and virtue on a fair damsel's cheek adds a fresh tint to the rose of 
her beauty — a tint not liable to fade in the blighting atmosphere \ 
of vice, and one that will retain its hue even amid the fast-failing 
frost of age. My hearers — though woman wear a comparatively 
plain exterior, if she only have the oil and turpentine of purity 
within her, it will work its way through to the surface, and 
smooth over a thousand asperities that would otherwise stick out 
to be kissed by the cold lips of indifference. I don't mean to as- 
sert, my friends, that every woman is distressingly beautiful ; but 
I have been speaking of her sex generally. All lovers, however, 
think the objects of their affections the most beautiful butterflies 
that ever flitted round the rosy bowers of love. No matter if a 
girl be as ugly as a barrel of swill, if a young fellow once gets his 
sjrmpathies hitched on to her, Samson and all his servants couldn't 
separate them. He will call her his idol — his turtle dove — ^his 
morning glory — ^his daffydowndilly — ^his sweet pea — and, in short, 
his fancy will associate her with all that is lovely, sublime, sick- 
ening, sweet and silly. He will imagine that he can even sip ho- 
ney-dew from her lilTs after she has made a dinner of boiled onions 
and parsnips ; and that, like an uncorked vial of bergamot» she is 
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ever surrounded by the sweetest of fragrance. Such, my friei 
is the infatuation of the lover. He little thinks that there i 
fatal deception lurking in the thick fog of love — or that time : 
matrimony may connive together to rob him of his gold-was] 
hopes— or even that the cold couch of the grave may be prepa 
for his adored one ere the nuptial ceremony is performed — ^leav 
him to exclaim something after the manner of Mr. Ham] 
* Sweets to the sweet — ^farewell ! I most fondly hoped, sw 
maid, to have strewed thy bride-bed with pretty posies, and no 
have strewied thy grave with the willow's green branches !' 

My dear friends ! the beauty of woman, without her worth 
all * in my eye and Day and Martin, !' because the polish of 
former, without the oil of the latter, will all disappear in the dj 
zling rains of time ; and Death, for a certainty, will, sooner 
later, snatch the bright wreath of roses from the brow of 
beautiful belle, and garland it with the mournful cypress. Oh 
hangs icicles, a foot long, on the heart to lift aside the piall t' 
covers the marble substance of beauty, and find that the sp 
which once animated it is no longer there. The ^es see nol 
the ears hear not — ^the mouth speaks not — and the nose smells n 
All, all is motionless — ^all is silent. Trash is returning to trac 
and the soul, tired of its costly tenement, has absquatulated 
that foreign land, about which you know just as much now as -y 
ever will in your lives, were I to preach till the moon grows gi 
and the stars fall asleep. 

In conclusion, my young friends, I only ask you to admire 
that is admirable on the surface of woman, and to wed yourseli 
only to that priceless virtue which lies deeply enshrined in ] 
heart — and your days shall be as broad as they are long, and yt 
years one ceaseless round of happiness and pleasure. So mot 
be! 
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Text. — ^There's beauty on the earth. 
There's beauty in the air. 
There's beauty m the skies. 
There's beauty everywhere. 

Mt Heaiuers^— on whichsoever side we turn our eyes we ^ 
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Eieauty adbmed and unadorned, animate and inanimate : beauty in 
Lts original simplicity, and beauty beautified by ingenuity, skill, 
ftndart. Even ugliness itself bears the. impress of beauty — and 
tLere is nothing which appears uncouth or horrid at first ught but 
may develop something worthy of admiration on a longer and closer 
inspection. That beautiful specimen of ugliness, the toad, has a 
fine figure, a cunning eye, and a knowing look, despite the asser- 
tion of Shakspere and the fastidious taste of poets in general. In 
fact, my friends, there is but little difference, as far as real beauty 
is concerned, between a worm and a woman, or a man and a mon- 
key. The glow-worm shining upon its lowly, grassy couch in 
the dull dusk of the evening, looks handsomer to me than a beau- 
tiful woman glittering in the dark vale of vice ; and a decent- 
looking monkey is more an object of admiration than a man with- 
out morals or modesty. It matters not how fair and comely is the 
exterior of the human form, if the interior is filled with corrup- 
tion, it will work through and cast such leprous stains upon the 
surface as can neither be covered by rouge nor removed by tur- 
pentine, hot water and hypocrisy. 

My friends — the earth is continually putting forth new buds of 
beauty amid its millions of blossoms. Look at the landscape that 
lies spread before us. Tb-day it looks beautiful in the newness, 
greenness and freshness of its attire — ^to-morrow it looks beauti- 
fuler in the heighth of its bloom — and next day it looks the most 
beautifulest, when, like a dying dolphin, it exhibits its most gor- 
geous hues beneath the uncongenial rays of an October's sun. The 
natural world hath charms enough to captivate the heart of a hy- 
pochondriac, although partially concealed behind the curtain of 
careless indifference. Though it may, at first sight, appear as bar- 
ren, sterile and gloomy as a goose pasture in August, yet, if you 
vrill but search for the beauties that do actually exist, you will 
find them rise up before you like a regiment of grasshoppers from 
the ground when disturbed by the footsteps of either friend or foe. 
The wardrobe of the earth is beautiful, even wten faded by the 
frosts of autumn or torn by the ravages of wintry storms. The 
distant hills, with their bonnets of blue — ^the trees with their man- 
tles of varied green — the flower-fringed fields — the blooming 
meais, and the velvet lawns are all stamped with beauty. Nature, 
when stripped of hat, shawl and froek by the rude hand of No- 
6 
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yember still exhibits a beautiful embrdidered petticoat, and looks, 
if an3rtliiiig, loyelier in her half nakedness, notwithstanding sha 
may be out at the toes, and has a hole in the heel of her stocking. 

My dear hearers — there's beauty in the silrery cascade that 
leaps laughing from rock to rock, sparkling with joy till it reach- 
es the calm and peaceful vale below : in the mighty, cataract that 
continually pours its mad bellowings into the deaf ear of earth : 
in the limpid lake that serves as a looking-glass for the moon to 
behold her greasy phiz : in the ocean that froths and foams like 
a mad dog at the mouth, and dashes its surges against the win- 
dows of the sky, as though they hadn't been w^hed for a month 
of centuries. Yes, my friends, there is extravagant beauty in al). 
these ; and I'll venture to say that this dull, dirty-looking globe 
of ours is as beautiful a little picture, taken as a whole, as can be 
found in the great book of creation. There's beauty in the air. 
Birds, bees and insects are fragments of beauty floating hither and 
thither in that boundless aerial ocean which surrounds the little 
island of earth we inhabit ; and there's beauty even in the dragon* 
winged bat that dwells with demons In desolate places, only I 
haven't yet discovered in what part of the animal it lies. 

My hearers — ^there is beauty in the heavens of the tallest order. 
It shows off to advantage in the dark, portentous thunder clouds 
that rise in the west, whose silver-trimmed peaks assume such a 
changing variety of fantastic forms : in the lightning's blazing car, 
whose thundering wheels roll over the railway of heaven in less 
time than imagination coidd run down hill on a wager : in the even- 
ing twilight, when the gods scrape up the dust of decayed rain- 
bows, and smother the sun with glory ere they cover up its fire for 
the night : in the firmament, too, there is beauty when the moon 
is in good trim, and every celestial lamp is lighted, as if for soma 
•pecial occasion. Aye, dear friends, there is beauty everywherea 
0ut you don't know any more how to appreciate it than I know 
how to describe it — and that is just about as much as a pig knowi 
of politics, or a sinner of the sweets of salvation. 

There is particular beauty, my hearers, in a virtuous and wdt 
cultivated mind — ^in a mind too elevated to be spattered with filtk 
when the stones of bad example are thrown into the various poolii 
H>f vice that obstruct the paths of us poor pilgrims in our joam^ 
to the tomb. I would inform all young ladies that th^s ftyr 
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urbidi Bpfiogirom the heart are Ux more tomtifsl thaa thoM 

iKliich th^ wear on their hats or entwine in their hair ; and, as 

far as their perennity is concerned, the former will bloom amid the 

laoiws of penary and affliction, and remain untouched even at the 

toor of death, while the latter perish in a day, and dissolre into 

inBL The wings of the christian's soul are beautifully plumed, 

Ukd they sustain themselves easier from the wickedness of the 

w-orld the higher they soar above it Put on then the plumage of 

piety if you would look beautiful to the eyes of the good and the 

just ; and at last, when you feel that the spirit is about to take its 

flight to another world, just borrow for it the swift and strong 

pinions oi Faith, and it will arrive at its destination as safe and 

sound as a ferry boat. So mote it be 1 



THE BUTTERFLY. 

Text.— ^3o forth, little rover — go forth to the sun. 

Thy dav is soon passed and thy triumph soon won ; 
I would not take from thee thy innocent joy, 
lliy moment of sunshine I would not destroy. 

Mr Heareiw — ^it was on the tip of my tongue to say, what a fish 
a frog is ! when I intended to exclaim, what a beautiful bird a but* 
terfly is ! No — ^it were wicked to call it a bird : it appears to be 
a visible spirit — a fluttering, dancing vision — a being of fancy — « 
spirit-blossom — a something that we seem to behold in a dream. 
It flits along our pleasantest paths, and beseems, while we are in 
our merriest moods. We chase it, hat in hand, and with happy, 
hearts. Now we think we have it, and now we know we havent 
got it — as is the case with us mortals when in hot pursuit after 
unalloyed pleasure. The little living phantom still keeps before 
and about us, apparently as intangible as a delicate thought ; and» 
if we happen to catch it, we tear its tender wings and spoil its 
beauty. And so it is, my friends, with the pleasures of the world s 
they look transcendantly beautiful in the golden light of anticipa- 
tion ; but, somehow or another, they are always half spoilt by the 
time we get hold of them. Who knows but butterflies are the de- 
parted spirits of flowers, come back, upon a short summer's visit, 
to hold sweet communion with their frail floral sisters of the sod? 
Who knows but this may be so ? Idon't It matters not» how* 
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ever, whether hatterflies are spirits, winged posies, blossoms blov 
out of some unknown paradise, or flying caterpillars ; they are; 
lovely and innocent floating particles of animate creation as wc 
erer let loose from the grand fancy workshop of Nature. It 
estimated that the good dame imports annually sereral millions i 
yards of calico from the stars to work inter wings for these inli 
esting insects, * whose home is the sunshine, and whose life is 
smile/ I shall not go to the trouble and expense of doubting ti 
estimate. 

My friends — ^I say to the butterfly, (Jo, little rarer — go it whi 
thou art young; for no quiet old age awaits thee. The spring 
thy cradle, and the autumn is thy tomb. When the flowers fm 
thou wilt fall ; their grave will be thy grave, and whither they | 
thou shalt go. I know that thy day, pretty butterfly, is so< 
passed ; therefore, go ride upon freedom's fair breeze, or sport . 
the gay gardens and bloomirg bowers. I wouldn't rob thee of 
single innocent joy — no, I would sooner rob a baby of its ratti 
box, an old maid of her teapot, a peacock of his tail-feathers, < 
Hope of the last quill in her pinions. I am confident, my friend 
that you wouldn't, either, considerately deprive a gay little butte 
fly of its moment of sunshine and happiness. It isn't in humi 
nature — ^the best quality — ^I don't mean such human nature as ; 
made up of the refuse dispositions of wild-cats, tigers, alligator 
snapping turtles and hyenas — ^but I mean to say that it isn't in tl 
right sort of human nature to hurt or molest an}rthing that appeal 
to be innocently enjoyi^^g itself. When we see a creature full c 
perriment and happiness, we feel a mysterious magnetic influem 
existing between us and the joyous object, and we have no dispi 
fiition to disturb it, any more than I have to pull a young coup 
apart while in the extatic act of kissing. It makes us feel hap| 
to see others happy — sad to see others sad — angry to see o^ 
angry; and so it goes. The tattooed Irishman saved himself ff 
being made into soup, or sausages, by dancing before the cannf? 
Herod of old was tickled out of his propriety by seeing a wo 
dance ; and there is no doubt in my inind that if John the Ba 
had opportunely jumped Jim Crow, he would have lived to ( 
his head upon his shoulders to the grave. Butterflies, being 
happy and sportive themselves, naturally cause us to be vivac 
cheerful and kind, as we behold them; and, if any of yoa kii 
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o£ tli0 little winged flowrets of the air, the devil- most be in jom 
- g m d there is no doubt bat, if you had a pole long enough, j<m 
^vvxMld be for stirring up and molesting happy soo^in the interior 
tt# eternity. 

!My hearers — ^you are all would-be butterlflies; but spread your* 
Mlyes as much as you will, you can*t make much of a show. The 
^rls, with their gaudy and versicolored drapery, oome the nearest 
to the butterfly genus ; but their feet ding to the vile ground^ 
tliey cant fly any more than those large black ants that crawl 
about with wings and monstrous big behinds. It is all artificial 
I with them. When stript of their unnatural adornments, what are 
they after all ? Nothing but mere grubs — and funny-looking ones 
Pl tea We men are a coarser kind of moths, for ever making silly 
A and unsuccessful attempts to fly straight up to glory, happiness* 
t'l and heaven — and ' so does a hen 1' But, my friends, your butter- 
fly sports will soon be over. Soon will the summer of your ex- 
istence be passed ; and, like the leaves before the autumnal wind, 
you will be blown for ever away. Grubs you will go to the 
-^ ground, but you will rise with butterfly wings — pinions that never 
^T drop nor fade, but strengthen and grow brighter as eternity grows 

Dtt eld— that is, if you are good. So mote it be 1 

sir 
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as FREXDOM. 

Text. — ^Here shines the sun of Freedom 

For ever o'er the deep. 
Where Freedom's heroes by the shore 

In peaceful glory sleep ; 
And deeds of proud and high emprise 

In every breeze are told. 
The everlasting tribute 

To hearts that now are cold. 

Mt KciJUERS — ^you have vegetated so rapidly, and have grownup 
>o rank beneath the genial sun of Freedom, that you don't like to 
l>end in submission to the gale, nor allow a storm to pass by with- 
out grumbling, fretting and scolding about it. You seem to think 
that because you are born into the world without fetters, Provi- 
4akce, chance or fortune has no business to throw a stone in your 
vay, even if you are tophet-bent on rascality. If you had never 
known what freedom was, you would have been contented ; but 
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maw you wcnildn't be mtisfiea if you ware let looee in ^e bomid- 
lees pandiee of heayen, and bad fall permiseioii to pluck, plunder^ 
^ipropnate and destroy. No— you would theu eomplain becanaer. 
the rose bore thorns, peaches had stones, and apples contained 
cores. There is no such thing as filling the bottomless pit of man's 
unhallowed desires. The more you have the more you want, and 
the more you want the less you think you have. You needn't 
think, my friends, that because you dwell in a land of freedom, 
you can violate the beautiful Goddess of Liberty, and rob her ol 
ail her virgin charms with impunity ; for the cowskin of the law 
is sometimes applied to the back of viUany, and it is apt to smart 
a few, unless protected by an armor of silver or gold. You, my 
democratic republican hearers, are for the most part poor, and, . 
therefore, ought to be careful how you cut shindies under ihm 
broadsword of (I wish I could say impartial) justice, that hang» 
over your heads by a single hair. If you only had a superfluit 
of lucre, you might go your lengths at spreeing it : kick up yoi 
heels — ^upset all the dishes on the table of our republic, and hoJ 
a glorious jollification at the expense of l/nde Sam. Now, siti 
ted as you are, in moderate cireumstances and within limited 
you ought to cut your cloth of pride accordingly, and not vwmMJ 
' out so as to snap your purse-strings and be done up for ever. 1 
don't like to see a person of more ostentation than money or braiimtf 
take a stand in the broad field of independence, put his amc&J 
akimbo, and hit all sides of creation with his elbows in trying 'M 
turn round. It looks to me just as though he not only meant t/f 
enjoy, but to monopolize and desecrate, that sacred liberty whie' 
our American fathers tugged, toiled, sweat, fought, bled and df 
to obtain for us all. Yes, they died for us — ^they immolated the 
selves upon their country's altar — ^they suffered martyrdcmi for ' 
holy cause of Freedom — ^they threw their bodies on the fmic 
pyre of Oppression, gave back their spirits into the hands efi' 
Omnipotent, deposited their names and their virtues in the feti 
of their countrymen, and scattered their ashes upon a free wmi 
dependent soil. The American Temple of Liberty, my frieadr 
built upon the bones of its founders — ^the very dust we tread i 
contains particles of glory and renown — and the waves ol 
ocean have rolled out the bones of its valiant dead to bleadl n 
republican sand. Every Iveece has a tongue to ipeek of ll 



Ittstrious deeds accmaplished by departed lieroes: little bioolKt 
iMibble the name of Freedom in extades, and the mighty^afandl 
thunders forth the eloqoenee, omjesty, and might of her children 
On Mount Vernon, where great Washington reposes in the lap of 
^eath and in the bosom of his family, eternal peace and quietness 
preTail. There the willow bends, emblematical of a nation's sor- 
row — ^there tributes are left as evidences oi a nation's respects- 
there flowers bloom as tokens of heavenly favor — and there the 
laurel rears its evergreen leaves, symbolical of his own wide- 
jipread fame and transcendant worth. Oh t my friends, he was a 
person whose like we never shall behold again ! It is surprising 
liow so noble a fabric could ever have been manufactured out of 
€omm(m material ! It were an insult to call him mortal, and pro- 
fanity to look upon hiin as divine. Now, since }^e has dissolved. 
Ilia spirit inhabits two worlds — one above, where everlasting f ree*- 
4knn is, and ours here below, where he planted the young shrub 
«f Liberty, and lived to see millions repose beneath its sheltering 
'branches. There was more virtue in an ounce of his clay than in 
the whole mass of all distinguished heroes, warriors, and states- 
aien, that ever lived from the creation of the world up to the pr6- 
sent time — ^including General Jackson VTith the rest. 

My hearers — you live where the sun of Freedom shines down 
apon an unmortgaged soil, and beneath its productive rays start up 
the shoots of prosperity, happiness and abundance; and still I 
don't believe you are satisfied : you want to enjoy more liberty 
•tilL You are allowed to get into a sugar cask, there gorge till 
you make yourself sick, and then complain that all the luxuries 
of this world are not fit to lay before a hungry dog. You mustn't 
suppose, either, that in a land of liberty you have a right to knock 
a man down in the street ; because that is partial liberty — ^you take 
it all to yourself and allow none for others. I advise you to think 
over these things between now and next Sunday, and act upon 
them. If 3rou only grow a little wiser and better each week, I 
tiiink I can make you become respectable by the time that I am 
called upon to cease my labors here, and pack up my duds of mor* 
tolity for a journey beyond the grave. So mote it be ! 
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DURAUUTT OP THX WORXJK. 

Text. — ^Though millions of the hitman mc« 
Have passed away like dew. 
The world wags on with steady pace> 
As bright and good as new. 

My HsiJiERS — ^notwithstanding the moth of time has been com- 
mitting ravages among the fur and furze of the earth ever sinoe 
creation was concocted out of nothing and confusion, still the earth 
itself, taken as a whole, is just as bright and sound as it was in 
the beginning, when Time was a baby, rocked in the cradle of 
chaos, with the scythe and hour-glass by his side as playthings. 
It has revolved upon its axis for thousands and thousands of yeans 
and it doesn't squeak for the want of greasing even yet. It rolls 
as noiselessly round the great centre of the, solar system as the 
flight of angels upon their earthly errands ; and with as steady a 
pace as a jackass upon a tread-wheel. Years, it is true, havs 
wrought changes upon its surface, but they have brought no ble» 
mish upon its pristine beauty — shed no blighting frosts upon the 
flowery wreaths that bind it — nor cast a wrinkle upon its brow to 
proclaim its advancement in age. The billows of the ocean still 
bound with the same energy as of old ; the little brooks babbls 
with the same garrulity; the rivers move on with the same majes- 
ty; the mighty mountains bow not their bald heads benealh the 
burden of centuries ; and there is just as good material for manu- 
facturing thunder and lightning now as there was when the grand 
nautical drama, or aquatic spectacle, of the Flood was produced 
in all its terror, sublimity and magnificence. 

My friends — millions upon millions of the human race hav»- 
passed away like the dew that evaporates when touched by th^- 
rays of the morning sun. The surface of the earth is covered 
with a pretty thick coat of human and bestial dust, from whickir 
mortal cakes are made ; as children make dirt pies, to retain tlieip 
forms for a brief time, and then crumble to their original dusl» tiv^' ' 
be wrought anew into carcases for souls now dormantly sleepii^ 
in the dark cells of nonentity. The broad path from the cifedli^ 
to the tomb is filled with a motley crowd, all travelling in one dif 
rection. There is no such thing as meeting a person upon tU 
turnpike of time ; for all are progpressing towards one eommo 
goal. The young play by the wayside, to pick flowers and ehii 
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Ike butteriiefr of fancy ; view with an eye of cariosity the raxie* 
gated htndseape of life upon either side; now elated with hope 
and now deterred by fear; now gathering bouquets of joy and 
BOW molested by the thorns of care. The old totter along with 
laeble step ; dependent upon the staff of faith, and requiring but 
little or no other nourishment than such light or v/holesome food 
as the simple crackers and cheese of Christianity. The vicious 
cull noxious blossoms, and eat poisonous berries ; and the conse- 
quence is, they grow sick and die ere the journey is half acccMn- 
plished. The intemperate mount a high horse, and set off at full 
gallop. Finding that the fiery steed of desire is headstrong and 
unmanageable, they draw upon the rein of resolution with all 
their might, and at the same time apply the spurs of Indulgence, 
till the first thing they know they are pitched headforemost into 
die ditch of despair, and are left to crawl unpitied and uncared-for 
into an ignoble grave. Thus, you see, my friends, that as fast as 
the mill of propagation is shelling out specimens of mortality at 
one end of the procession, the jaws of Death are in continual 
operation at the other : and still the world wags pn with steady^ 
pace, as bright and good as new. 

My dear friends-* those of you who are so naturally credulous 

9.nd weak-minded as to believe in the predictions of the false pro- 

J>het, Miller, respecting the world's winding up its af^rs in April 

x^ext, should strengthen your systems with the solid corned beef 

of courage. All his preaching is evidently to get pennies and gain 

xi^otoriety. How is he to know of that day and that hour of 

^Vvhich * knoweth no man — ^not even the angels of heaven ? Yes, 

I ask, how is he to know of the exact period of the world's disso- 

l.^tion any more than the numerous madci^s before him who have 

«i.t divers times, predicted the destruction of the universe, and have 

ciJl been disappointed in their expectations ? I feel it my duty to 

Extend to you the cup of good cheer : to fill your hearts with hope 

^nd full confidence in the faithfulness of the future. No inspect* 

ors, my friends, need be appointed to ascertain whether the earth's 

Innler is in a safe condition or not ; for I am willing to warrant it, 

Hiyself , to hold good for a thousand years to come, at least ; and, 

if it should happen to burst, you will all be beyond the reach of 

injury, and consequently can care no more about it than a rag baby 

tares for the hissing of a tea-kettle. I know that the mera 



thought of this inhabited globe being annihilated in a few moniht^ 
just as beautiful spring is putting forth her buds of promise. miMil. 
make you look melancholy, and feel rather liotottM^ as the boy 
said he supposed a young gosling felt when exposed to rough W9m* 
ther; and, therefore, I would exhort you all to pay no attetflioii 
to this mountebank Miller, but go on with full reliance upon that 
pKHnise of a seed time and harvest given through the medium <d 
the Book of all books. 

My unsophisticated hearers — ^the earth is yet in its infancy ; and 
it must mature and decline, before man need be under any serious 
apprehensions of its death. When it begins to hobble as though 
something was the matter with its machinery; when it bears the 
mark of decrepitude, and becomes hoar with age ; when the peach 
tree shall cease to blossom, and the evergreen fade in autumn ; 
when a single star shall be blotted from the firmament ; the moon 
burst a blood vessel ; and the sun melt away and spill its gravy 
into the lap of eternity ; then, and not till then, believe that the 
awful day of dissolution is at hand. Nevertheless, you should 
live, my friends, as though Time's old wagon was expected every 
moment to break down, and leave the whole lot of you to depend 
upon the spirit* s untried wings to carry you safely to an endless 
' and happy hereafter. So mote it be ! 



ON CAUSES AKD EFFECTS. 

Text. — ^Happy the man ! alone thrice happy he. 

Who can through gross effects their causes see. 

Mt Hearexs — there is never an effect without a cause, as the bo) 
said when he got mad and tore his shirt. Effects are always plaiii 
and palpable — readily seen, heard, felt or understood by some ufr 
mistakable illustration — as exemplified in giving said boy a flog^ 
ging for getting mad and tearing his shirt ; but causes are often i 
mere matter of surmise and speculation — especially the first or in- 
cipient cause — as, for instance, what first induced, or compellsd< 
the aforesaid juvenile to wax wroth and rend asunder his nethei 
garment? This, of course, is a matter of mystery, and must fd 
ever remain involved in doubt, unless cleared up by anxious ' 
quiry and patient investigation. Nearly all effects, however 
be traced back to their legitimate causes, if we have a mi 



tekft the troable to search 'em out, with a little ^th, and perhapt 
m fiae-tooth comb. 

My hearers — a man may he happier hy knowing the canaes of 
flcmie things ; but there are many things of which it is no more 
necessa ry for him to know the cause, than it is for a 'coon to know 
why a 'possum has a pocket to put her young ones in. If yoa 
have a headeu^he in the morning, it is well that you should know 
whether the pleasures of the previous evening are not to blame in 
the matter— whether you didn't go to bed with a little too warm a 
night-cap on — ^whether your stomach may not be foul (excuse the 
pun) as an anaconda's after swallowing half a dozen chickens. 
You should understand its cause, in order that you may apply the 
proper remedies. If, however, your headache should happen to 
be constitutional, you mustn't meddle with it ; because everything 
is right and proper that is according to the constitution of the U: 
S. — Your Self. If you have (iorns on your toes, and ascertain 
that boots or shoes are the cause of them, you can, no doubt, get 
a licence to %o barefoot, seeing that my friends, the democrats, are 
now in pow«r. If you have a wife who is given to scolding, 
curtain-lecturing, and henpecking, find out the cause of it. If it 
be your own folly, put up with it and profit by it: ay, more — ^take 
yourself by the coat-collar, lead the rascal behind the door, and 
there lay on smartly the lash of self-reproof. If, on the other 
hand, you find that cream of tartar, brimstone, and saltpetre are 
principal ingredients of her nature, don't pay any attention to what 
she says, other than to laugh at her in her wrath, and kiss her in 
anger. Hug her when the fits come on — ^press her to your bosom 
— ^pat her on the back — say to her. What a pity it is that such a 
delicate and pretty piece of mortal meat should be so impregnated 
with the essence of peach-pits, and all that can make bitter the 
fair and tempting berries of feminine beauty ! But enough of this : 
I have no itching to meddle with domestic ajQidrs. 

My dear friends — effects of Which it were useless for you to 
know the cause, are many. It would be of no use for you to 
Itnow what makes our earth keep rolling, like a restless creature, 
upon its airy bed — ^what induces the moon to wander alone at night 
unattended by a single congenial companion — why the stars sachez 
all, and balance to partners in the boundless ball-room above-^ 
why comets are not anested and incarcerated in some comer of 
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creation as celeatial yagrants — ^why two currents of wind can't 
meet in friendly intercourse, and without making a muss* as they 
often do in the tropics — ^why the magnetic needle always points 
to the north — ^why a potato planted isn't as likely to come up a 
cahhage as anything else — ^why one man is white and another 
black — and why a nigger will still be a nigger when white-washed 
by collegiate education. I tell you, it is not necessary for you to 
know the causes of these things : if it was, the Almighty would 
have written them upon your understandings in characters too 
plain to be misinterpreted ; but as he hasn't done it, you are left 
to enjoy the bliss of ignorance, which is preferable to knowledge 
— especially in eating city sausages. It is enough for you to know 
that self-interest, self -aggrandisement and self-indulgence are the 
moral main-springs of all human actions. [Sleeping in church, my 
friends, is always tolerated in a land of religious liberty, but loud 
snoring is a nuisance to the more quiet and respectable sleepers.] 
r My friends — it is very easy to know the causes of many ordi- 
nary effects. For instance, if you see a man making himself very 
ridiculous by word and action in a bar-room, you may know that 
the cause of it came out of the decanter. When you see a poli- 
tician extra full of patriotism and stuffed with stump speeches* 
you may take it for granted he wants an office, either for himself 
or some particular friend. The prevailing topic of conversation 
with young ladies, when by themselves, is concerning the fellows 
— ^which shows that they want to get married soon, and I don't 
blame 'em ; for they know that the charms which young he-foiols 
(all are fools during courtship) prize the most, will shortly fade» 
as fade the roses in the lap of summer: and no one ever thinks of 
plucking a flower when its petals begin to wither. And now^my 
dear hearers, look into your own hearts, and seek for the causes 
of all your errors, your sins and your transgressions. The reoeoB 
why your streams of happiness don't flow freely, purely and 
brightly, is because of a great quantity of wicked rubbisk at the 
fountain head ; and such must be entirely removed before thoM 
joys can float down to you undamaged, of .which the future it if 
faU as a bedbug in the morning. So mote it be ! 



ON THS GRAYS. 

TiXT.-^Beliold a charnel-honse 

O'er covered quite with dead men's rotting bones. 
With reeky shanks, and yellow chapless skidls. 

Mt Hearers — ^in your peregrinations up and down the wide ave- 
naes of the world, I have often observed with what cold uncon- 
cern and indifference you pass by church-yards, tombs, sepulchres* 
and all such sacred repositories for the dead. Are you not aware 
that they contain the refuse of mortality? — ^that within their 
gloomy apartments lie bodies crumbling to ashes that, like yout 
own, once possessed the power of locomotion, and inoved about 
as carelessly, recklessly and unheedingly as yourselves ? If you 
dont know this, it is time you did. It is time that you had takea 
a lesson from the sad remnants of mortals that lie scattered upon 
the shore of eternity. It is time that you had learned your fate 
from these, and begun to live as though you had an invitation to 
dine with Death on the morrow, and expected to get floored on the 
occasion. You had better get your tabernacles of flesh insured as 
soon as possible, no matter what premium may be jequired ; for I 
know that some of them are extra-hazardous and exceedingly lia« 
l>le to fire. You needn't think it no great shakes to die, for it is 
jnot a very pleasant job, I. can assure you. Death, my friends, 
comes but once, philosophers say ; but that once is a clencher, and 
xio mistake : so prepare yourselves for the tussle that you may 
come ofi* victorious in the end, and exult over the conquest, when 
the spirit rises from its ashes, shakes the rust of time from its 
xvings, and soars for ever in the sunshine of immortal glory. 

My friends--a charnel-house is the very last building on the 

'turnpike that leads from time to eternity. It is the chamber where 

t:he soul of man throws ofi* its mortal garments — puts on the robe 

of immortality, and speeds away to the realms of righteousness or 

%he regiofis of everlasting misery, leaving the body to mingle with 

its native dust, and manure the soil that once afforded it nourish- 

snent. Oh, my dear friends ! it is a dismal sight to look into the 

dark and mouldy museum of Death, and find that all which is left 

of our former friends and acquaintances is a parcel of dry bones 

piled together, with no mark upon them to tell that they are the 

iragments of those whom we once cherished, loved and admired I 

It makes a person diiver like a loose shingle in the wind to gaz^ 
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upon these sad relict of pride» amotion and vanity ; and to pondn 
over them breeds thoughts in the bosom too big to be delivered ib 
a lump, and too sickening to be retained on an empty stomach. 
While cogitating upon the melancholy subject, such questions as 
these will naturally bubble up from the well-spring of philosophy 
for solution: Is this all that man amounts to in the end? — a heap 
of marrowless bones and a peck of paltry dust? must we all come- 
to this at last ? can there be no mode of escape from this dreadful 
disscdution? id there no path that leads to another world save that 
which passes through the annihilating tomb ? and can't man dis- 
cover some secret road upon which he can walk into heaven vrith 
his hat, boots and breeches all on ? These questions, my friends, 
naturally suggest themselves to the mind of him who dare reflect 
upon the horrors of the grave ; and their answers are surrounded 
by the black lines of fea:r, doubt and despair. 

My dear hearers — ^yon charnel-house — built upon the mould of 
perished generations — ^is never full, ^ut always filling. You, too, 
after having done sufficient damage to life's brittle material, must 
deposit it there to add to the heap. Yes^ you must aU come to the 
scratch by-and-bye, virithottt any deference being paid to character 
or to individuals. I know some of your hearts contain the milk 
of generosity — ^some, the 4sap of simplicity — some, the soft pulp 
of pride-HSome, the vinegar of acrimony — some, the gall of jea- 
lousy — and some, the real sugar of love ; but they shall all bs 
one day powdered to dust alike by the dod-worm, that enjoys es 
delicious a meal from the heart that hates as from the heart that, 
loves. Those living skulls of yours, my friends — ^those palaeee 
of the soul — ^those temples where Reason builds her throne — " 
those nurseries where young ideas are reared and fostered — ^wilL t- 
soon be as deserted and vacant as hornets' nests in winter, and left.^ 
to decompose in the damp, eold cave of death. -r 

You, young ladies — you patchworks of beauty, love and fieilf^ 
—listen to the preacher. It is a horrible reflection to think thif 
such fascinating specimens of carnal loveliness as you are shoidj 
be destined to fade, decay, die and turn into corruption — thatjpm 
flifaarms should be doomed to rot in the ground— that the dmij 
eharnel-house must be your final home, where love never enteit 
and where the sweetness of affection must lie frozen on the lif 
lor ever I But it must be so. Yowr wax-like ficnres will ertlen 
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^^kling with dehght, will he thrust from their spheres; those 
•Miles of fondness will he changed to demoniac grins, and the 
spicy hreeze of life no more will issue from those oral apertures 
which now exhale the sweet odors of love. 

My friends — a charnel-house calls up some serious, soher, and 
Mdemn meditations ; and the more you exercise them the hetter 
you will probably be, unless you are as impenetrable to feeling as 
a man made of hickory wood ; but I feel a hope sprouting in my 
bosom that you will often think of that dreadful acddent which 
is to happen to Us all, some day or other ; so that, when it does 
come, it may not find you unprepared to meet it. So mote it be ! 



y. WOMAN'S PRSSXNCX DS8IRABLE. 

fxxT. — Our days of festival seem dull 
Unless fond woman's near ; 
For, like a ray of sunshine. 
Is woman ererywhere. 

Ht HxARSRSH-the sexes are necessary to enjoyment. If men 
eould find some new hole through which to creep into existence, 
without the aid of feminines, they wouldn't enjoy themselves ; 
hecause there would be something wanting — ^and that something 
would be Woman. It seems a little paradoxical to say that wo* 
man is the something wanting, when it is well known that she is 
always wanting something. Nevertheless, I mean to say that we 
men cotddn't get on without the women; and I know well that 
the wcMnen would play the very wildcat if there were no such 
living conveniences as men. For the growth of joy, peace and 
happiness in the heart, the presence (or at least a knowledge of 
the existence) of the fair sex is requisite. Woman, as says my 
text, is a ray of sunshine everywhere. So she is — a Whole bun* 
die of rays — ^shedding warmth, light and love wherever she gdes. 
She is sometimes better than a candle in a dark parlor during 
courtship ; she serves as an excellent warming-pan for the bed of 
a cold winter's night ; she is as good as a stove in a sitting room, 
and better than a rousing fire in the kitchen — ^in fact, she some- 
toes makes a room altogether too hot for a body. Woman, with 
the soul-warming, cheering, enlivening, and genial, influences, is 
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equal to die best sunshine that old^Sol eyer exported to earth; tad 
I am not certain, my friends, but cabbages, beans, and cucumbera 
might be brought forward a month earlier by surrounding them 
with a row of handsome women. 

My hearers — all your days of f estiyal would be as dull «»• a 
rainy Sunday, did not woman contribute, either directly or colla- 
terally, to sweeten and enliven their enjoyments. You may rail 
as much as you please against the fair sex ; but, without them, 
you would be morose, melancholy and miserable. You would find 
fault with all God's creation, and make a malicious attack upon 
the dominions of the devil. Could you, I ask, ever consent to go 
to heaven, unless the tickets were so arranged as to admit a gen- 
tleman and two ladies? Methinks I hear an unanimous No. 
Wherever women abound, and are loved and respected as they 
should be, refinement, peace, prosperity and happiness are sure to 
be found. I feel both proud and happy that my congregation is 
adorned with so goodly a number of ladies. Their presence illu- 
minates the darkest corners of my soul — puts the spurs to my 
somewhat jaded ambition, and urges me onward upon the go-it- 
old-horse system. I love them so much that I could now greet 
them, each and individually, with a fervent religious kiss — ^with 
the exceptions of Susan Squirt and Sail Snaggletooth — ^who, I am 
afraid, have sinned away their days of grace and good looks. 
They must seek salvation at some other church. 

My friends — ^woman, considered all round, is one of the greats 
est blessings ever invented by Omnipotence. She strews our 
thorn-covered ways with the choicest of flowers. Her natural dis- 
position, instead of being covered with coarse dog hair, like purs, 
is soft and furry. She is the blest partner of all our joys and 
woes ; no matter how dark be our hour of earthly ill, her fond af* 
fection shines forth, and assists considerably in dispelling the thick 
gloom that surrounds us. Oh ! isn't she an angel of peace to th^ 
failing soul ! Can't she calm impatience itself, and * hurry up f 
cakes' of comfort as often as they are required? But the woi 
of woman is the best appreciated when she performs the duties 
a wife and mother. That is the time when her beautiful qualit 
shine in their meridian splendor, and are the most admired. I 
think that we male mortals, generally speaking, are as happy 
we can be when we are favored with a fine wife, two or three 
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btbie» and. a few seleot f riends— an increase of either is verging 
to misery. Therefore, we will join in singing the f bUowing hymn : 

If the stock of our bliss is in stranger hands vested. 
The fund, ill-secured, oft in bankruptcy ends ; 

But the heart issues bills which are never protested. 
When drawn on the firm of — ^wife, children and friends. 

Though valor still slows in life's dying embers. 
The death-wounaed tar, who his colors defends, 

Drops a tear of reeret as he, dying, remembers 

How blest was his home with— wife, children and friends. 

The soldier, whose deeds live immortal in story. 

Whom duty to far distant latitude sends. 
With transport would barter whole ages of glorv 

For one happy day with — ^wife, chOdren and iriends. 

The day-spring of youth, still unclouded by sorrow. 

Alone on itself for enjovment depends ; 
But drear is the twilight of age, if it borrow 

No warmth from the smile of — ^wife, children and friends 

Let the breath of renown ever freshen and nourish « 
The laurel which o*er the dead favorite bends ; 

O'er M£ wave the willow, and lone may it flourish, 
Bedewed with the tears of— -wife, children and friends ! 

And now, my dear friends, I trust that my humble discourse will 
have no seriously bad effect upon you. If it should not induce 
you to love woman-kind in general, I hope you will not look upon 
the sex as useless rubbish, nor upon your fellow man as a com* 
pound of rascality and religion. So mote it be ! 



ON ASSUMED CHEEKrULNESS. 



Text. — Oh, dismal dole, when the secret soul 

Ls mocked by the outward showing ! 
When we dress the eyes in a ^ay disguise. 

While tears are inward flowing: 
When groans and grief would be a relief, 

But with carols we keep them under ; 
And a laugh we start when the throbbing heart 

Is ready to burst asunder ! 

Mt Hearers — ^how apt we are to say that such or such a person 
takes the world easy, and enjoys the real nectar of happiness, be- 
canse wt fancy we can read upon his phiz nothing but the poetry 
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of mirth and merriment — and how often are we mists^en in this 
respect ! I know that the face is generally admitted to be an in* 
dez of the heart ; but this index» my friends, varies, like the ma- 
riner's compass; and we cannot always depend upon it in every 
latitude and longitude laid down in the broad chart of human na- 
ture. To suppose that every individual who wears a smile upon 
his countenance is uniformly more cheerful and contented than he 
whose mouth is bent downward at the corners like that of a sea- 
bass, is the very top niche of absurdity. Why, my friends, it is 
full as preposterous as to think that you can make a pair of new 
boots go on easy by swallowing a dose of castor oil. A man may 
sometimes frame his face to a particular occasion, and deck it with 
the smiles of levity and joy; but that is not conclusive evidenci^ 
that his bosom is free from the corrosive sublimate of mental an-> 
guish. No — ^if you were to enter the sacred temple of his heart, 
you might, perchance, find its walls darkened with such conglome- 
lous words as Care, Misery, Anguish, Grief, Sorrow, et cetera, 
pasted over the golden letters of hope and enjoyment. You cant 
read the inmost thoughts of a man, at all times, upon his face no 
more than you can fathom the depths of darkness that lie be3rond 
the glittering stars of heaven. Here's myself, for instance: I 
sometimes look sour enough to curdle milk in the winter, and yet 
feel sufficiently rich about the gizzard to upset crockery and laug^ 
at the expense ; and then again I light up the smile of joy upon 
the very altar where I have just sacrificed the fairest, the fullest, 
and the most comfortable hope that the world can bestow. 

My dear friends ! to be compelled to put on a gay disguise whe' 
the interiors of our bosoms are hung with the mournful emblen 
of grief, is about as uncongenial as it is to vote contrary to one 
political opinions, through the compulsory virtues of a "five doUi 
bill. Stage actors-^thosc amalgamated emblems of mirth and m 
sery — are often compelled to assume guises which no more corr< 
spond with the tenor of their souls than does a ruffled shirt wil 
a pair of torn breeches. I have seen many a one of the Thespis 
family come forward and sing * From care I'm free — ^why arer 
you all content like me ? when, at the same time, I knew he wi 
as miserable at heart as a mouse in a junk-shop. Yes, and I hr 
seen the disciples of Momus display their pranks and poo* 
their jests upon a laughing audience, at the same time that 



>ir«re flowing inwwrdly, and while the vnltare, grief, was preying 
upon their vitals. When I see a poor, unfortunate player, who 
subsists upon the superfluous crumbs that fall from the public ta- 
ble, appear upon the stage, with his eyes dressed in the disguise 
of gayety, and his secret soul mocked by outward showing, I can- 
not help thinking of Samson and the Philistines, or the frog in 
the fable : it may he fun to somebody, but it is death to him. 
Every smile that he puts forth is the bastard bantling of artifice : 
each facetious word he utters fights its way through a belligerent 
army of heart-bred woes — and every action is but an artificial 
movement of the muscles operated upon by the galvanic battery 
of compulsion. When domestic affliction, or some other local ca- 
lamity, is putting the screws of torment to the spirit, it is just 
about as easy to put on the show of hilarity and humor as it is to 
go laughing through purgatory with the blisters of a guilty con- 
science burning upon the bosom. 

My frtends— all we behold around us is as artificial as wax 
flowers and rag babies. It is difficult to determine where pure en- 
joyment exists, on account of those deceptive appearances which 
so often give a fresh coloring to the faded chaplet of hope, and so 
frequently cast a sunshine upon the turbid waters of despondency. 
I, every day, see a frown upon the brow of that rich man, whose 
deposites of bliss have been removed from the treasury of his 
heart into his breeches' pocket ; and I also have the opportunity 
of witnessing hundreds of fortune-kicked invalids who wear the 
complacent smile of content upon their features, while the worm 
of want is stripping the last green leaf from their bowers of com- 
fort. Oh, the heart of man is truly unsearchable and past finding 
out! I have morally dissected a great portion of the human race, 
and carefully exai^ned the inward properties of various individu- 
als ; but I must confess that there is a sj^ritual essence contained 
inhumanity, too subtle to be analyzed by any process save that 
whieh'is secreted in the understanding of the great Creator of the 
aaiverse. 

My worthy hearers — ^if you wish for a perpetual serenity of 
mind,' and would avoid the agony of a conflict between the spirit 
tnd the flesh, jrou must do as I tell you, not as I do, in every 
psrtloalar: that is, yon must lay a good groundwork of morality 
I^B wlMh to build the pillars of future happiness. Do this, and 
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neither sliall the stonns of time prevail against th«n, nor ehall th^i. 
tide of death raze them to their foondatione. So mote it be ! 



WOMAN — BXR IKFLUEMCX. 



Text. — ^This world is a prison, in ev*rj^ respect, 
Whose walls are the heayens in common; 
The jailer is Sin, and the prisoners Men, 
And the fetters are nothing but — ^Woman 

Mt Hearers — ^while the soul is confined in its prison of clay, the 
body also is incarcerated in the world's wide prison : or rather it 
has to stay upon this earthly island in the vast ocean of space till 
it has setved out its allotted time. This world, however, is a 
prison house of itself, into which all sorts, kinds and characters 
of the human species are thrust, to await their respective trials at 
the bar of the Omnipotent. Here we are kept in custody ; fed 
upon the bran bread of hope ; and denied even the privilege of 
obtaining bail. There is no release, my friends, till Death unbars 
the golden gates of heaven, and sets the soul at liberty to wander 
at will over the untrod wilderness of eternity, where all the luxu- 
ries of paradise are shared equally between its own native angels 
and the liberated convicts of earth's prison. When we behold 
the bright, silvery moon promenading along her diamond-studdsd 
path, through the calm blue ether, and accompanied by her fairest 
celestial sister, we feel as though we would like to break loose 
from this terraqueous jail, and wander from world to world, even ' 
though we were obliged to carry with us such cumbrous baggage 
as body, boots and breeches. The heart sometimes gives an invo-. 
luntary leap as the eyes witness the glories of an autumnal son*, 
set, as if anxious to take up a heme in the skies, and bathe in thfl 
warm light that glowB from the crimson-curtained windows of thtt 
west ; but it soon sinks back into its solitary cell, and is forced to 
remain contented, while Reason softly whispers that there ii no 
more use of attempting to escape from the troubles of its canuil 
dungeon, than there is in a man's tryine to work himself out of 
debt by taking a dose of Epsom salts. 

My friends — ^Enoch and Elijah of old, I believe, were the CMily 
two individuals who ever were pardoned out of this dirty, teiM^ 
trial prison by the great Governor of the universe. All cdkfn 
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bare had to abide th&i time ; some with sorrow and long suflbr- 
ing, and others with resignation and contentment. Nimrod and 
his men once nndertook to break jail by building a tower upon 
the plains of Shinah, the top of which was to have pierced the 
Very cheek of heaven ; but the ever-watchful angels, who stood 
as sentinels upon the outer walls of terra firma, hurled such bolts 
of wrath and indignation upon the unprotected heads of the 
workmen, as to crack their sconces, confuse their tongues, and 
cause them to cease from executing their unhallowed designs. 
This monument of their wicked folly now lies in broken fragments 
upon a desolate wild ; and nought remains but a heap of rubbish 
to mark the spot where a just Divinity put such a damper on hu- 
man arrogance and obstinacy. Since that time men have essayed 
to escape from the earth's dull prison by constructing balloons to 
tarry them if possible far beyond the limits of the 3rard, but they 
liave all come down among the bogs and ditches of disappoint- 
ment ; and I advise them to expend no more gas upon such fool- 
ish experiments ; for we are all but mere caterpillars at best, des- 
tined to crawl upon the surface of the globe tfll the spirit bursts 
its fleshy cerements, and soars upon butterfly wings, to revel 
among the ever-blooming flowers of blest Eden above. 

My worthy hearers — this world is a prison, in every sense of 
the word ; but it is not such a very uncomfortable one, after all. 
Xt is well warmed during the day by the great solar stove above, 
euid beautifully lighted at night by one lunar and several millions 
of astral lamps ; and we have no reason to complain of the fare, 
eo long as roast turkeys and plum puddings are dealt out to us 
according to our deserts and the number of dollars in our pockets; 
^8, and first-rate mill-pond oysters in the bargain. Sin is the 
jailer. If we could only contrive some means to conquer this 
minimal, our earthly prison would at once be converted into a hea- 
>renly palace, and peace would preside at the board of plenty, 
"^here now mischief and misery bear sway. Were we all to rise 
xinanimously upon the monster ; use no deception nor treachery 
'towards one another ; act in brotherly concert and christian-like 
communion ; strengthen the weak by deeds of benevolence and 
charity, and fortify the feeble ic faith with assurances of a here- 
after ; we should soon be released from bondage, and enter at once 
joys similar to those that prevail in heaven. 
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My dear friends-— I had nearly forgotten that the Women are 
fetters which bind us to evil. Yes ; it was woman Uiat first en- 
ticed us to eat of the apple of unlawful indulgence* and led ns 
from the pleasant paths of virtue into the gloomy byways of vice. 
Through women we dive headlong into the deepest depths of dis- 
sipation, and make fools of ourselves, before we know it. For 
the sake of lovely woman, we quarrel with our kind ; fight duels; 
waste our time ; spend our money ; pamper our pride and extrava^ 
gance ; and burst our pantaloons in climbing up the high clifb of 
inordinate ambition. The women, however, are not very galling 
fetters, considered as a whole. They are wreaths in which many 
beautiful flowers and a few thorns are entwined ; and I hold it is 
better to wear them and submit to a slight scratching, than cast 
them off and wander, moody and alone, where the roses of love 
never shed their sweet perfume on the morning air of one's exist- 
ence. Though woman binds us to earth, and sometimes leads ue 
into error, yet were it not for her, we might of tener run into ruin, 
than we now do, notwithstanding the pitfalls of temptation were 
securely closed. Without woman, we should lose all refinement ; 
the porridge of pleasure would always be comparatively cold ; 
our routs, balls, and assemblies would be stripped of their chief 
attractions ; our conversations at evening parties would be upoa 
politics and the price of pork, instead of upon love, courtship^ 
matrimony, kissing, and other heart-warming topics ; the bright 
chain of social intercourse would soon grow rusty-'-and the now 
polished surfuce of society would be as rough as the back of ^ 
hedgehog. 

My friends — in conclusion, allow me to say, that — since thin- 
world is a prison, from which there is no escape, and the womoi^ 
are the fetters, which it is impossible to shake off— you had better 
be contented with the whole arrangement, and wait with patiencfr 
till the thraldom is over. As bad as the world is, I don't believe 
a better one can be substituted — and, as for the women, althongln 
they trouble and vex us a little, they certainly sweeten lifeHi Utk 
for us ; and are ever found ready to bind up the wounds theyiB* 
flict So mote it be ! 
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MAH DESIB.0U8 OV CHANO& 

Tbxt. — 0, thou serenest moon. 

That with such holy face. 
Dost look down upon the earth 
Asleep in night's embrace. 
Tell me, in all thy round. 
Hast thou not seen some spot 
Where miserable man 
Might find a happier lot ? 

AIy HsjUUERS — ^I suppose we are as restless a set of mortals as 
CiVer peopled a planet. We don't want to be easy, we can't be 
^niet, and we won't be contented. We ail imagine, every one of 
Us, that we are built with our gable ends to the road of happiness 
^nd our faces fronting the swamps and marshes of misery ; so we 
turn and turn about, like a kitten after its tail — and accomplish 
just about as much. It is not matter of much wonderment, how- 
orrer, m^ friends, that you should evince several heaps of disqui- 
etude during this passionately enthusiastic weather. For a num- 
li^er of days past you have experienced a slight touch of Tophet-^ 
I say slight, because it is no more to be compared to what yoa 
^▲T get hereafter, in a hot climate beyond the grave, than Chat- 
l^am Square can be compared to the fiery furnace in which Shad- 
i^ch and his comrades were made to sweat some. Here, the ther- 
xxiometer, in its holy and heavenward aspirations, manages to get 
Only at about one hundred degrees, and you call it insufferably 
liot ; but in the other place, whenever it sinks so low as two hun- 
d.red degrees above blood heat, it is considered quite cool and com- 
fortable ! Oh, be careful how you jump about, with your heavy 
loads of sin upon your backs, while in this great frying-pan of 
Qotham, lest you accidentally slip out of it into the resd fire I 
Keep your tempers, and preserve your patience and your piety. I 
am afraid this hot weather will cause all the gravy of grace and 
goodness to run out of you, fry all the fat of faith from your mo- 
tal and religious systems — and leave you as worthless as a parcel 
of apple pumace, after the sweet cider of salvation had been 
squeezed therefrom. 

My friends — ^I feel for you : yes, I feel for you warmly — ^my 
dkirt is wet with sympathetic perspiration — ^I feel the big drops of 
pity trickling down my legs and running into my stockings ; and 
yet, what cam I do for you ? nothing at all, but recommend you to 
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take it easy, and bear it with christian foititude ; for iktKn m • 
day between this and a March to come on which you may bresQie 
in your frost-bitten hands, and exclaim. Oh, for a sweet sammeft 
day ! — for the sunny and shady enjoyments of a hot July after- 
noon I I don't wonder that you (married folks, especially,) sigh 
in your hearts for a lodge in Lapland, on the Battery, in a bache- 
lor's bunk, or some other vast wilderness ! But the question is, 
would you be any better satisfied, after a little while, with a change, 
of location ? Not a particle ; you would be restless and uncafff" 
wherever you might be. like a tortoise, with a coal of fire upoia 
his back, you want to keep crawling, without ever reflecting than 
the heat is increased in proportion to the speed with which yo^ 
move ahead. Suppose you ask Miss Moon if, in all her rounds 
she has not seen some spot on earth where you might enjoy a 
happier lot, and she should answer * Yes,' would you be foolish 
enough to believe a word she might say ? She might point out to 
you some green valley in the West, and represent it as being filled 
'with the flowers of peace and loveliness, whither you might gOi 
and say, Here will I squat, free from care and anxiety, crediton* 
duns, and perhaps the devil. My life shall be a continual roand 
of joy— calm and beautiful as a golden October day, and its close 
equally as glorious : but, although fancy is big in the family way> 
with the bright babe of hope, and you glory in the prospects pre- 
sented, she is almost certain to die in childbed. As you go to sit 
down in your new garden of delight, to meditate upon the plea- 
sures before you, you will put your nadir upon a thistle, and vp 
you will jump with a rub and a scratch, declaring that there iinuf 
be other spots in the world more desirable than this. So yoa if 
to another ; here the mosquitoes of imagination, as large as ha 
nets, and as thick as sole-leather — no, blackberries — stick thf 
bills into the very core of your heart ; sickness enters your dff 
without giving a knock or a wipe of the foot ; troubles, that w 
told to stay behind, came tagging after, and you soon find oat f 
one spot upon the globe is just about as good as another, if 
have only a mind to make it so. 

My dear friends — I don't care where you are, whether in Gof 
Spitzbergen, Brazil, Patagonia, Texas, or in Uncle Sam's ]p' 
among the peaches, (Delaware,) you must expect to hsft 
share of troubles. If you wish to be considered humaai 
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make a fuss about a little care, a few trials, and many botherations. 
You can escape them by being brutes — ^making hogs of yourselves. 
All you will have to do, then, will be to lie down and sleep— get 
up, and go grunting about for amusement's sake — swallow your 
swill, and then lie down and sleep again ; and you will be happy. 
Now, which had you rather be, a half-happy and half-miserable 
man, roving among the flowers and thorns of reason and know« 
ledge, or a contented hog, rooting about in a dreamy twilight of 
instinct and ignorance ? ^Take your choice — ^I had just as lief you 
would be one as the other : and rather too. But, my friends, all 
you want are liberty, health, and industry enough to prepare m 
meal or make a bed, to secure you peace and contentment wherever 
your lot may be cast. Go where you will, heaven is directly above 
you; so stay where you are, and humble yourselves, that you may 
reach it in safety, even as a turkey giveth a couple of squats be« 
fore it flieth up to roost. So mote it be ! 



ON THE HOLLOWNSSS OF ALL THINGS. 

Text. — ^I stood beneath a hollow tree. 

The blast it hollow blew ; 
I thought upon the hollow world. 

And all its hollow crew ; 
Ambition and its hollow schemes. 

And the hollow hopes we follow, « 
Imagination's hollow dreams, 

a3i hollow, hollow, hollow ! 

Mt Dear FRiEND6-4f I thought my preaching was as hollow as 
everjrthing belonging to this world, I would quit it instanter, and 
go to stone-cutting, or at some other business equally as substan* 
tial ; but I hope and trust it is otherwise. I mean to say that al« 
most everything we see, hear, feel, or dream of, is, morally speak« 
ing, as hollow as a gourd-shell ; and that there is nothing truly 
solid but heavenly virtues, piety, cannon-balls and straight-for« 
ward honesty. It is said by some that the earth itself is hollow, 
and keeps yearly growing hollow and more hollow still. I don't 
know how this is, neither do I care, but I do know that the whc^e 
world, take it in a lump, is hollow — and, what is more, it will al« 
Ways be so till the sands in the glass of old Time are scattered 
upon the shore of eternity. Oh ! how hollow is the heart of man ! 
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--HI mere shell of hypocritical pretensions, lined with the silk of 
fraternal sympathy ! Its exterior is smooth and delicate, but the 
interior is as rough as the road to ruin ; and the gas with which 
h is inflated partakes so much of the nature of high-dry gin as to 
render it too volatile to be of essential service. 

My friends — ^the hollow tree» mentioned in my text, is a yeiy fit 
emblem of the hoUowness of the world and of all its hollow crew. 
It tells how hope puts forth its green leayes beneath the genial 
•nn of prosperity, and it also tells how the bitter blasts of adyer- 
sity pronounce it to be hollow, hollow, hollow. Ambition is as 
hollow as the soul of an echo. It is but a blown-up bladder of 
Tanity, occupying altogether too much space for its 8ubBtanee« 
like a dinner made of sawdust pudding. How hollow are the airy 
dreams of imagination ! — ^mere soap-bubbles, floating about in the 
calm atmosphere of ideality ; but, when the first breeze of reason 
blows, they burst and disappear. A crown is but a hollow cap 
of honor ; and hollow, for the most part, are the heads that wear 
it — and hollower are the empty hearts that worship it And loye, 
my friends, is as hollow as a blasted hickory-nut It may be full 
of the manifestations of sincerity in the Summer of its existence, 
but, when the Autumn comes, there is nothing left of it but the 
dried and withered skin of its former glory. Friendship, too, i» 
as hollow as a contribution box before collection. A friend with 
smiles will grasp you by the hand to-day, while the sun of For- 
tune shines clear and bright ; but as soon as it is obscured by the 
clouds of misfortune, he is off, like a leg-treasurer, with your only 
umbrella of comfort, leaving you exposed to the storms and toBK 
pests of a penurious world. The trumpet of fame is likewise ■» 
hollow as an eaves' spout, full of sound and fury, and signifying* 
nothing, as my particular friend, Shakspere, says. Its sonorooS' 
tones may echo from one side of creation to the other, but what- 
do they amount to in the end ? Nothing but a sad and melanchoi^ 
ly whisper of death and the grave. The laudaticm of the 
is empty and void. The hollow critic vents his hollow praise 
the hollow fool who heeds him. The sycophant pours his 
into the ears of his hollow dupes, and then pins curses to 
coat-tails. Such is the duplicity of human nature. 

My dear friends — ^this world is truly an empty show, and all 
it contains is either hollow or vacant, or filled with loathsome 
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ration. The only trae, pure and valuable solids are imported di» 
rectly from heaven. Yes, my friends, virtue and morality are the 
true pork and cabbage 'of life ; while all besides is mere coldslaw 
saturated with the sharp vinegar of wo. It is my earnest desire 
that you all should gather and lay up a store of heaven-made sub- 
stantials, rather than experiment, as you so generally do, upon the 
fluids and atmospherics of ^Hlh. In your crazy pursuits after 
happiness how often do you oR yourselves deceived ! You crack 
ten thousand nuts of expectation, and ninety-nine out of every 
hundred are proven to be hollow and worthless ! Hope's fruitful 
hen lays for you a nest full of gold- washed eggs ; but instead of 
shelling out a thriving brood of chickens, they are apt to be ad- 
dled, and fit for nothing. 

Oh, my beloved hearers ! don't, if you can conveniently help it, 
let your hearts be quite as hollow as are the generality of objects 
belonging to the world. Keep them crammed, if possible, with 
all such treasures as you can find in the rich storehouse of moral 
rectitude. Let pure virtue lie at the bottom — ^then add a layer of 
charity— on that place a thickness of brotherly love — ^top off with 
a good cover of honesty — and then sprinkle the whole with the 
genuine salt of piety. The next thing to be done is to clear your 
heads of all visionary schemes, and let common sense be master 
over tha half -civilized kingdom of the brain. Do all these things 
and you will do a great deal towards filling up the many gloomy 
hollows mentioned in this discourse, besides securing to yourselves 
the prospect of a pleasant journey through life, and the hope of 
an everlasting reward. So mote it be ! 



NATURJE NOT WELL UNDERSTOOD. 

Text. — ^All nature is but art unknown to thee. 

All chance direction which thou canst not see; 
All discord harmony not understood. 
All partial evil universal good. 

Mt Hearers — ^I shall treat upon my text line by line ; analjrze 
each part as I proceed-— and if in the end you are dissatisfied, your 
feelings will exactly correspond with my own ; for I feel that I 
am no more capable of doing justice to so comprehensive a mat« 
ter than a mouse nibbling at a bible. I am convinced, however. 
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that all nature ia but art unknown to ua, Btupid and abort-aig^ted 
mortala. All the works of what we call nature are designed and 
fashioned by a great and unknown Architect, upon which no im- 
proYement has been, nor ever can be, made, so long as the earth 
rolls upon its axis, or the unirerse exists. This mundane sphere 
of ours, which looks as rough as the hide of unrighteousness, and 
as though it came together like a p^of bricks, is evidently a po- 
lished and perfect work of art. Ims as round as an apple, save 
being a little knocked in at the poles, which was done, no doubt, 
for some wise purpose or other : the irr^ularities of its surface 
constitute admirable regularity ; and every blemish is so bordered 
with beauty that its very defects contribute to its loveJinesa. If 
man were to attempt to beautify its barren and uncouth shots, hft 
would only produce tameness and monotony, and thereby make a 
botch of the whole concern. Every system of worlds is so con- 
trived that one world shall give light, if not warmth, to another, 
and the whole serve as ornaments in the grand hall of creation, 
unsurpassable in splendor, of vast importance in utility, and I 
think about as durable as anything else that could be put there. 
Nature certainly is art of the highest degree. Every mountain is 
made smaller at. the top than at the bottom, to prevent its tumbling 
over — ^the same as man would build a lofty pyramid to endure for 
ages. If mortals were not made to locomote, they wouldn't have 
been put upon pedestals, but sit with their big ends upon the 
ground, and, perchance, take root to enable them to preserve their 
perpendiculars in a high wind. Look at the bee, that little artist- 
ical agent of nature — ^he builds his six-sided cells with perfect 
precision. He has no rule nor square, knows no more about 
figures than a goat does of grammar, and yet he commits no error 
of measurement — not even to the point of a pin's consequence. 
Wonderful little artist ! How he makes his honey is a puzzler to 
humans, and always will be. Some birds' nests are a wonder to 
weavers, and spiders ought to be awarded a premium for spinning 
the finest of threads. But there is no use in my taking you all 
through the workshop of nature to convince you that the Divina . 
Art is the art of all arts. What man does is frail and imperfect ; 
but the works of Omnipotence are great, and * can't be beat* 

My friends — all chance, or what we call chance, is directioBi 
only we can't see it. When the wind blows down our houMii 



and thunderbolts knock things all to smash, yott consider it a mat* 
ter of chance ; when, at the same time, you may rest assured that 
there is One who ' rides upon the whirlwind, and directs the 
storm.* If a man makes a mistake and kisses his chambermaid 
instead of his wife, you may depend upon it there is some direc- 
tion about it unknown both to the maid and to his dear unsuspect-^ 
ing spouse. Verily, I am no^xactly a fatalist, and yet I believe 
that kisses and all great calaHities are directed by a power from 
on high as incomprehensible as that which causes the needle to 
point to the pole, or makes a pig carry a straw in his mouth pre- 
vious to a storm. 

My dear friends — all discord is harmony, though it may not be 
clearly understood. What is sweet music to one is abnost murder 
to another. A certain combination of sounds may not always pro- 
duce concord; and yet take the incessant &um of the whole world 
— the songs of the stars and all the rolling spheres — ^the roaring 
of waters— the wailing of winds— the talking, singing, crying, 
laughing, quarrelling, hammering, pounding, and tramping of 
earth's living multitudes — ^I say, take all these together, and we 
have harmony capable of being easily understood. But taken se- 
parately, it depends altogether upon one's taste whether they con- 
tain music or not. Unhappy man and wife, who are at it, shovel 
and tongs, may < discourse sweet music ' without their next door 
neighbors being able to appreciate it There is music in the 
squalling of babies, not rightly understood neither by mothers nor 
by the mass of mankind ; and so it is with the midnight jrawtings 
of a tom-cat and the feminine feline to whom he is pajring his 
loudest respects. We can discover nothing but harshness and 
discord in their amorous duet ; but still there is a pleasing harmo- 
ny attending, perfectly well understood by themselves, and enjoy- 
ed in a higher degree than a fellow ever experienced during the 
funny process of courting. 

My hearers — all partial evil is universal good; therefore I ad- 
vise you all to commit murder, steal, fornicate, lie, swear, slander, 
and cheat your neighbor if you can, for the good of the multitude. 
Upon the second thought I advise you not to do anything of the 
kind ; for I don't believe that partial evil (except in some few in- 
stances) is productive of universal good. Therefore, live rights^ 
ously, set wisely and honestly, eschew evil and endeavor to do 
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;ood, and it will be better for yonrselyeft and for the taum in 
Mid. Verily it is so. So mote it be! 



THX MOBTALITY OF MAN. 

T^n*. — Like leaves on trees the race of man is found. 

Now green in youth, now s^ering on the ground. 

Mt Hbarxbs — man is composed o^» perishable material as tht 
mushroom that springs up in a night and withers in a day. In his 
infancy, the spring time of existence, he is a mere shoot— a young 
sucker that thrives and flourishes in the warm sun of maternal 
attention. In the summer of youth and manhood he buds and 
blooms — ^in the autumn of age he ripens and decays — and then 
conies the winter of death to put an end to all his glories. The 
foUowing spring brings another race to supply the place of that 
which is past ; and thus generations rise to dance and tipoTt upon 
the graves of generations gone. The surface of the earth is co- 
Tered with mortal dust ; and the very clay that once composed a 
king is subject to being wrought into the carcase of a slave or a 
serpent. In fact, my friends, you are nothing but a parcel of rub- 
bish pasted together by the hand of the Almighty, soon to dissolre 
and leave nothing behind but a heap of ashes, to be used as ma- 
nure for vegetation ; and which, at the same time, is not worth 
half so much as a good shovelful of hog dung. 

My friends — ^What is man in the beginning? In the first place 
he is nothing but a mere drop in the womb of nonentity, which 
soon ferments by heat — then forms itself into a soft coagulated 
mass — becomes warmed with a spirit — at length bursts its blind 
prison, and is cast upon the margin of the world, where it becomee 
beslimed with sin, and by instinct sucks the milk of misery from 
the breast of its mother. The babe next essays to walk ; but» in 
imitation of his brother monkey, he gets upon all fours, and 
scrambles into the midst of mischief as naturally as a young duck 
takes to the water. Soon he stands upright — ^bestrides a stick-^' 
becomes a horseman, and canters round the room, as large as Uli 
and stiff as a poker. Then comes the merry stage of youth. Hen 
he runs, skips and capers among the fragrant flowers of joy^^ 
chases every butterfly of pleasure — ^revels in the sweetest of idirf 
sweets— «nd doesn^t care any more abont to-morrow than adMt 
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^ooon eyer did for Davy Crockett Next he enters upon the broad 
:^ld ol manhood. Here, from the same tree, he gathers the buds 
of hope, the blossoms of joy, and the bitter berries of trouble. 
He no longer runs, but walks ; and the load of cares that accu* 
nulates upon his shoulders causes him to sweat considerably and 
«wear not a little. Then soon you see him tottering down the 
Ml of life, old, feeble and decrepid, till he arrives at the verge of 
death, where he stubs his toes, and pitches into eternity, leaving 
behind him just enough of mortal mould to tell that he once lived 
and moved and had a being among the inhabitants of earth. 

My dear friends — ^had I the warmth and enthusiasm to render 
sufficiently pliable the hard clay of my thoughts to mould them 
properly into words, I would so show you of what brittle, perish- 
ing stuff you are composed, that you would look upon yourselves 
with perfect disgust, and not only loath to live but disdain to die. 
Some of you, my young females, fancy that you are beautiful 
flowers, born to bloom for ever; but, let me tell you, that soon 
your spring and summer days will be past — that the autumn winds 
of age will ere long scatter every petal of loveliness abroad, and 
you will be no more objects of attraction than a lot of dried mul- 
len stalks in a sheep pasture. You, young men, who are crowned 
with the verdure of youth — whose walks are covered with the 
daisies of delight — ^who, like moles in the earth, are very busy 
and yet are very blind — allow me to open your eyes. The day is 
coming when your mirth will be changed to melancholy — ^the 
green wreaths that encircle your brows will be faded — and those 
tinkling bells that now bring to your ears such silvery music will 
ring the death-knell of all former pleasure. Go ahead, ye youth- 
ful specimens of sin and depravity ! — go it with unlimited loose- 
ness — go it with a perfect diarrfacea — for, when you are dissolved 
and turned to dust, you are no longer capable of enjoyment : but 
be careful that you do not in your younger days put so much su- 
gar in your glasses as to render the libation sickening, and thus 
leave the sweets of life to become soured at a future period. To 
the old men I have but little to say. They know that their mortal 
parts are soon to be pulverized beneath the foot of Time, and that 
in a short time the soul must put on a clean shirt and other Snn- 
day-go-to-meetings, in order to appear respectable in the sanctua- 
fy of heaven. Whatever valuable gem they may have dropped 
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into fhe deep sea of depravity, must lie there for ever. Tliey lunre 
only to look forward with fall confidence in the fatnre, and flrab« 
mit with calm resignation to all that may happen. In the desert 
ol decrepitude they find no posies, save those of Faith and Hope. 
These let them pluck and place in their bosoms ; and the spirit 
ehall mingle with their fragrance to be borne upwards where ever- 
lasting peace presides, while the body amalgamates with its ori- 
ginal day. : 

My hearers — ^you are all like the leaves of the trees — now 
green in youth, now withering on the ground. Your bodies here 
ripen and rot, and that is the end of them ; but when the mind is 
<mce matured, it is subject to no decay, unless it arise from ph3r8i- 
cal causes. Look then well after the mind, for that is immortal 
—and, in fact, it is what makes the man, despite every artificial 
attraction the body can put on. So mote it be ! 



ON THE KAVA6SS OF TIME. 

Text. — ^When a few more years are wasted. 
When a few more springs are o'er. 
When a few more griefs Tve tasted, 
I shall fall to bloom no more ! 

Mt Deak Heakers — ^these words were uttered by m man borne 
down with despondency; his whole life was a pepper-and-salt 
mixture of discontent and misery. His enp of grief was always 
full, though he kept constantly sipping at it, and sorrow bedond* 
ed all his days ; and in order to render himself, if possible, still 
more miserable, he took to writing poetry, which, instead of ope- 
rating as a safety valve, burst his heart-strings, and sent him down 
to the grave, a grey-haired victim of despair. It was lovx that 
shipwrecked the hopes of his younger days, and threw the ma* 
chinery of his brain out of gear in after-life Time has mami&s* 
tured some trouble for me in his careless career, but he has also 
shaken balmy dew-drops from his wings that have refreshed many 
a sad and weary moment. He now begins to handle me roughly'* 
and the frost that gathers upon my head is a presage of the eoU 
winter of death. I would gladly tax him for all this bodily west 
and tear; but it is of no use, as I never shall get a cent,^iid 
might as well forgive the debt, first as last, and be preparM 1», 
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yieid uf all that may be required; for I am well aware that be is 

BOW 

Wbetting his scythe to quickly mow 
The few grey hairs that deck my brow. 

Yes, my hearers, I am past my bloom, and nearly ripe for the 
harvest All the good that I can now do is to give you good ad- 
vice how to live and act, that your years may not be wasted, nor. 
life prove a burden. You have only to make a good use of what^ 
ever has been loaned you by Providence ; for, when these things 
are returned, they will be closely examined, and you will have to 
make reparation for all the injuries they have received. You own 
nothing here — ^you are only tenants of this lower world, and the 
rent is enormous. You have the use of the materials of life free 
gratis, for nothing ; but, I repeat, they must be returned in proper 
order — if you become defaulters, may heaven protect you, for I 
can't Don't depend upon borrowing from one another, because you 
are thus divinely favored. Many seem to take it for granted, that 
because a generous Providence has had the kindness to lend them 
a few favors, they have a right to borrow from others whenever 
they can. Some borrow money — some, tools — some, books-^ 
some, newspapers — and others, who are too well known to be 
trusted with a dog's dinner, will borrow trouble, for the sake of 
borrowing something. This is no way, my friends, to enjoy life* 
You might with as much comfort strip up your trousers and wade 
through a bed of nettles to pick a dandelion, as to be thus in debt 
by continually borrowing ; but if you are resolved to do it, then 
a portion of my text will apply to you exactly — * When a few 
more years are wasted,' &c. The rising generation need to be in- 
structed in these matters. Many of these young sprigs, that seem 
to bear buds of thistles, may, by proper culture, be made to blos- 
som roses, and some that bud roses may unfold nothing but this- 
tles. It depends on you, who are fathers and mothers, to see that 
your children are brought up in the way they should go. Don't 
tell them ghost and goblin stories to frighten them out of a year's 
growth into religion, but set them good examples — teach them to 
be sober, moral, and industrious — ^give them a flogging when re- 
quired, and let them go a fidhing occasionally, as a reward for 
goodness — keep them from writing poetry till they can read a 

chapter in the testament without assistance ; and never compel 

7* 
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them to marry against their wills, as you value their future petce 
and happiness. Instruct your daughters in the various useful 
accomplishments of the present day, and dress them well; for 
they do not court, but are to be courted ; and unless personal 
as well as intellectual attractions are offered, it is ten to one if they 
don't die old maids. Soon after they are five-and twenty, they 
*fall to bloom no more' — their garlands of beauty then begin to 
fade, and all the false curls, false teeth, false color, and false airs 
* ihey may assume, cannot restore their decayed eharms. The 
young men are too cunning to be deceived or taken in by such 
baits. It is no go — paint, gum, whalebone, hogs' bristles and false 
hair don't make a lovely girl of eighteen out of an old maid, by 
two^d-sixpence worth. 

My hearers, old and young ! we shall all soon be on the decay 
— Hsome sooner than others, in consequence of care, grief and dis- 
appointment ; but contentment and cheerfulness will not protect 
us from the assaults of age, though they serve to trim the wick of 
life when the oil is getting low, and to keep the flame pure till the 
last flicker expires. When but a few more springs have wasted 
their blight and mildew — ^when a feAr more springs have returned 
to renovate everything but man — and when we have partaken of 
a few more griefs, we shall all fall to earth, and bloom no more» 
till we are transplanted to another sphere. To you, my young 
females — ye flowrets of the earth — ^the tenderest of the tender — 
allow me to address myself. Remember that your beauty disclo- 
ses in the morning of youth, mid the dews of love, pleasure and 
delight, and arrives at maturity ere the meridian of life is attained 
—its blossoms, like the petals of roses, are strewn before the 
evening gale, and wafted away for ever. You have not the 
strength of the sterner sex to bear the weight of sorrow; andv 
unless well protected from the chill winds of adversity, your 
charms will winter-kill, and you wither away like apple-parings 
in the sun. Though, like the lilies of the field, * you toil not, 
neither do you spin, and Solomon in his glory was not arrayed 
like one of you,' yet recollect that the time may come, whMi 1 
knowledge of things useful will be requisite. Lay up a store of 
useful information, and pack it down with piety to keep it fras- 
tainting; so that when all personal charms have decayed, aai 
the * flowers of loveliness ' have dropped from your 
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tlM mind may still be adorned with beanty imperisliable. So 
mote it be ! 



OM GROWING. 

Text. — ^We arc all a-erowing, grow, grow, growing. 
And we are all a-erowing. 
As the years roU on. 

Mt Hejiiuers — ^in this world of continual change, eyerything is 
growing — either larger or smaller, longer or shorter, better or 
-worse. Almost all objects have an upward tendency till they 
arriye at full maturity; but cows' tails and public morals tend 
downward — and the more they grow the longer they get A seed 
planted in the earth is destined to grow, one way or the other. If 
it doesn't grow rotten and diminish, it most grow in bulk — expand 
and expatiate into a tree, leaves, flowers, and fruit : afterwards it 
gradually declines to the dust to grow again, in some shape or an- 
other. Children grqw in flesh and wickedness — ^the matured grow 
in wisdom, and the aged grow in grace; and yet, after all, there 
isn't (comparatively speaking) as much grace among mankind ai 
there is grease in the hind leg of a grasshopper. 

My friends — ^it is astonishing how we all grow as the years roll 
on. In the course of a few seasons every particle of our corpo- 
real selves is renewed. We, old folks, don't have the same bodies 
now that we had in our younger days, by any means; and yet we 
look in the glass and imagine that we behold the same material 
that cmnposed our youthful frames, only perhaps a little worn by 
the worryings of a soul within, and the scrubbing-brush of time 
without. The spirit changes its carnal garments in due time, the 
same as we change our shirts — when we have clean ones availa- 
ble — or throw off an old pair of pants, or a petticoat, for some- 
thing new and better. The spirit itself grows old at last, and re- 
quires to be rejuvenated, and rigged with toggery suitable to the 
climate and according to the custom of a new Texas beyond the 
tomb. 

My friends — so man is born, grows up, and kicks the backet. 
It may seem a pity that the world wasn't made large enough for 
him to stay here for ever and keep on growing without ever ob- 
taining a full size ; but it is all for the best that he is as he is, and 
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not a little ix*er. After he has got his growth, and his comple- 
ment of years, and can do no more ploughing for posterity, he 
feels that all he has to do is to pack up his duds of piety and 
hudge. In his earlier days he takes a great deal of pains to hoild 
him a body of roast beef, porridge and pudding — and yet often he 
seems to try hard to ruin it with rum. He sets so much store by 
it that the whole world wouldn't be an inducement for him to part 
with it ; but, when Death knocks at his door, he is willing to give 
the whole lot of rubbish (as he then calls it) for a spoonful of the 
salt of salvation. man ! thou growest in vanity like a toadsto(d 
by a muck-heap, but the blossoms of wisdom put forth too late in 
life's season to yield thee any more fruit than a peach tree flower- 
ing at the door of December. 

My hearers — ^truly has it been said that you spring up like as- 
para-gasses, jump about like hopper-grasses, and He down and die 
like jackasses. It seems to me that you are nothing but bladders, 
after all. You commence blowing yourselves up with wind al- 
most as soon as you begin to run; and in proportion as the infla- 
tion increases, you feel and boast of your bigness and importance ; 
but how often does it happen that just as you are gathering more 
wind to exclaim. See how great and mighty I have grown, the 
bladder bursts, and you go t'other end over head into an extremely 
foggy unknownity. Grow, grow, growing, is the order of exist- 
ence. Children grow ragged, raw-boned and saucy — ministers of 
the gospel try to make men grow religious and moral ; and they 
grow just as it happens, notwithstanding — ^men in place and pow* 
er grow corrupt — ^women grow any way, as fancy or fashion hxj^ 
pens to strike them — and as for me, I am growing old, pious, and 
particular; but, as my friend Winchell would say, I have seen the 
day when I was just as good as I ever was. Morality grows 
mouldy for the want of care — ^virtue grows precious on aeeonnt 
of its scarcity — ^vice grows abundant for the want of a check^- 
and the whole world grows weedy for the lack of proper enltiTar 
tion. You are all growing, morally speaking, the wrong way » like 
the feathers on a phizzle pig ; but heaven grant that time vmy 
soon come when you will grow in grace, righteousness, piety, end 
brotherly and sisterly love, like drooping squash-vines after • If* 
viving shower. So mote it be I 
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ON OUR PURSUITS AFTER BLISS. 

TxxT.— Hermit, hoar, in solemn cell. 

Wearing out life's evening grey, 
Strike thy bosom, sage, and tell 
What IS bliss, and which the way ? 

Thus I spoke, and speaking sighed. 
Scarce repressed the starting tear. 

When the hoary sage replied. 
Come, my lad, and drink some beer ! 

Mt Dear Friends — ^the subject before me requires more than or- 

V 

dinary elucidation to render it comprehensible to the understand- 
ings of all of different capacities, intellect and powers of percep- 
tion. In the first place, permit me to state, that contentment is 
is pleasure, pleasure is happiness, happiness is peace, and peace is 
bliss. Now, it appears to be the great aim and object of mankind, 
next to getting money, to arrive at a state of bliss as soon as cir- 
cumstances and a merciful Providence will permit. When I speak 
of a state of bliss, I have no reference to any particular state in 
the Union — ^though Connecticut comes the nearest to it of any one 
of the twenty-six potato-patches; because there the people all are 
a straight-forward, mind-their-own-business, go-to-meeting, con- 
tented sort of folks, who don't know so much as to make them 
more miserable than moral — ^who go in strong for codfish and cor- 
rect habits — ^who entertain innocent ideas of Indian puddings, 
since one fell out of the oven and killed six women and a child— > 
who read newspapers, pay for them in buckwheat bran, sour cider» 
or in some way or other — ^in short, they are a people whom the 
times may reform, but never uncharacterize. They are the same 
yesterday, to-day, to-morroWr next week, for ever, home-spun 
Yankees, with always a plenty of piety and pumpkin pies on 
hand. The other states can't begin to show so much happiness. 
Look at Florida for instance : it's one of the most miserable places 
this side of perdition ! I wouldn't live there for an angel's dia- 
dem ! We hear of nothing there but wars and rumors of warsr— 
and the end is not yet; nor will it be, till the white man himself 
becomes civilized. He is, there, a savage among savages — ^with- 
out morality — without money — and, more than all, without womaa^ 
Woman is the creature to civilize man. Enlightenment is sure to 
tread upon the heels of barbarism, wherever she is introduced. If 
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a few healthy, rosj-icheeked damsels were only transplanted to 
Florida, it would soon, like Eden, be changed from a desert wild 
to a blooming garden ; the tempers of the Indians would lose their 
aquafortis — ^they would all lay down their arms — come straight in 
— and if they didnt treat, they would be willing to make a treaty, 
without any sham-work about it Yes, my hearers, in order to 
make Florida a fit habitation for happiness and bliss, it needs to be 
thoroughly cleansed. Let the women go there with their brooms, 
scrubbing-brushes, mop-pails, soapsuds, bedbug specifics, and give 
it a good scouring — ^let them set out rose-bushes before the huts 
of the savages, plant flowers among their corn, play with their 
papooses, pilfer friendship, &c. ; and Miss Florida would quickly 
put a sprig of oliye in her bonnet, and look as sleek and prim a» 
a spermaceti candle. The sister states would then take her by th^ 
hand, and merrily dance together through the halls of after-ages » 
to the tunes of * Clare de Kitchen' and * Begone, Dull Care.' But» 
my respected hearers, real bliss doesn't belong to the states, but to 
individuals. New England is no more like the original Down 
East (the Garden of Eden) than cider brandy is like real cogniac 
Happiness may be found here, but not in a lump. It is scattered 
as elsewhere, over a broad surface, to be gathered by those who 
best can find it. 

My text says, * What is bliss, and which the way ?* We all ' 
know what it is, but the question arises, how shall we get at it ? 
One fancies he sucks it through a pipe — another says it is the 
juice of a tobacco-quid — another thinks it lies at the bottom of a 
mug of beer, or in gin-and-sugar, brandy-slings, whiskey-punchea, 
Tom-and-Jerries, mint-juleps, and such like combustibles; — ^the 
miser swears it is covered with gold — the fanatic says he most 
make himself miserable in order to have any idea of bliss. I 
wonder some of these latter lunatics don't sometimes make a mis- 
take and laugh when a body steps on their corns ! Thus, we seat 
some take this road, some that, and some another, for the sake of 
happiness ; but they don't, any of them, catch it. They make a 
grab, and fancy they have got it fast; but it slips through their 
fingers, and again mocks them at a distance. Now, my text goes 
to show that the old hermit, in his God-forsaken cell, didnt enjoy 
the bliss he expected he should, by a small jug full. He, doidiU 
less, in his younger days, had lived in tall grass, and tasted of 
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ivrerjr pleasure ; but he, in common with all mankind, went on m 
"Wild goose chase after happiness, became disappointed, and then 
■hut himself up in a rocky Ave, where he hoped to find the foun- 
tain of bliss gurgling at his feet — ^whereby he was most wofully 
jnicked in. Therefore, when the lad went to him to get advice re- 
specting the best mode of obtaining bliss, experience had taught 
tte hoary old codger to say : Young man, happiness is not to be 
liad in wholesale quantities — ^it is put up in narrow-necked bottles, 
mnd the only way to get it is to take a suck at first one and then 
the other, and be contented — for just as true as you make a hog of 
yourself, and try to get more than belongs to you, you will lose the 
^whole, and no mistake. So drink beer, when it comes handy, and 
mlways be as merry as you can ; for since we are not paid off in 
large sums of bliss, we might as well take it out in sach small 
change as any way. 

Now, this doctrine don't hold good. Suppose the boy always 
sought for bliss by drinking beer, brandy, and such trash ; may 
l>e his head wouldn't ache sometimes ! Where's the fun in that ? 
This making forty devils to kill one isn't what it is cracked up to 
be. I say, my friends, the best way to secure bliss is to jog along 
straightforward in the path thi ' nature has laid out for you, and 
not to turn to the right nor left. If a person offers to treat you 
to a litttle weak lemonadt, don't refuse to drink, and, at the same 
time, never resort to it as a means to obtain happiness. Go on, 
in the even tenor of your ways — ^be guided by honesty — ^be led by 
virtue — ^be chock-full of piety — ^be supported by sobriety — and 
uncalled-for bliss will attend you. In short, be independent-— care 
not for care, nor trouble, nor poverty — and let the heart swim in 
contentment. Do all this, and the steamboat of time will take you 
safe, sound, snug and comfortable, to that land of real steady ha- 
bits, which is located in the healthiest part of eternity. So mote 
it be! 



BXAUTT — FALSE IDEAS OF IT. 

Text. — ^Handsome is as handsome does. 

Mt Hearses — ^there is a great deal of length and breadth to the 
meaning of the word handsome. Like a blanket, it is as broad as 
H is long, and not half as transparent to thousands. It is con- 
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nected with actions as well as objects; with hehayior as well an 
looks ; with deeds as well as words ; and examples as weU as 
precepts. I don't think that comeliness of form or of feature can 
be measored by any standard that will be universally acknow- 
ledged ; for what appears to one as beautiful as the emblems of 
truth and holiness, may seem to another as ugly as sin tempting a 
saint with a shin-plaster. The monkey that married the baboon's 
sister no doubt thought her possessed of superior personal charms; 
and she, in all apish probability, saw something in her lover's face 
that secured her undivided attachment — ^took a double clench on 
her affections — absorbed her whole soul— and ail that sort o* things 
as my friend Milton says. < She never told her love,' but thrnfc 
there was that something in her lovely and expressive face whic& 
showed how warm were the waters of feeling at the fountain, an^ 
how her heart longed to become a part and parcel of the pluck of 
a dignified and noble-looking baboon. Such is the power of ima- 
ginary beauty. A mother almost always thinks her young onm 
handsomer than any body's else ; while, at the same time, they 
may be repulsive enough in feature to keep the mumps, measleib 
whooping-cough, fever-and-ague, and every other respectable dit^ 
ease, at a reasonable distance. The wild Indian sees more to ai» 
mire about the squaw, who pounds his corn in the wigwam, aal 
whose complexion looks as if tanned by moonshine, than he would 
in the loveliest lily-skin ever exhibited in the gay circle of fashion 
and refinement. The Ethiopian thinks that the beauty of humat 
flesh lies in its blackness. The lady of his choice is to him lika 
a pair of boots to a gentleman — ^the blacker the better. He ww 
indeed a poet smd a philosopher who said that in the West Indiai 
the lightning was very handsome and the thunder most beantiisll 

My friends — as says my text, * handsome is as handsome doMf ■ 
In generous acts, charitable deeds, and virtuous examples, then il' ^ 
a moral beauty that shines as resplendent amid the darkness oi ^ 
vice and the corruption of the world as fire-flies in a grave-3rar4t.; 
or a pair of cat's eyes in a coal-hole. The handsomeness of tbt 
heart is to be prized far above the fairness of the outward peiaoBf 
and the bosom that heaves with warm and philanthropic emotioii^ 
is a treasury of loveliness in itself. A young minister — ^no 
ter how plidn he really is — always looks handsome to tha 
because he is so gentle in spirit, pure in precept, siaoera ia t^r j 
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fession, circumspect in practice, and impregnated with the ethereal 
essence of divine love. He wouldn't ruffle a feather on an angel's 
wing ; pluck a flower from paradise to the detriment of its charms ; 
kill a mosquito; tread upon a worm, or breathe a syllable that 
might tarnish the fair f&ie of a fellow mortal Therefore he is 
considered handsome. 

Young man ! you behold your image in a mirror, pronounce 
yourself good looking, and imagine that you are bound to shine 
wherever you go; but you can't do it unless your beauty is some- 
thing more than skii9>deep. It must penetrate into the interior. 
You must be handsome all the way from the head to the heart. 
You must DO the handsome at all times, and under all circumstan- 
ces; or, like a bad egg washed with gold, you. won't <go down.' 
By not treating your friends as often as you are treated by them 
— by speaking disparagingly of your acquaintances — by assuming 
silly airs, and thrusting yourself too forward in company, and with 
the ladies especially — exhibiting foppishness and puppyism — and 
by making a fool of yourself in divers ways — you spoil all your 
beauty; and your company will be shunned, rather than courted, 
in spite of all your wonderments. Crood looks, unaccompanied 
with a good deportment, can no more gain the esteem and admira- 
tion of the world than a black coat and white cravat can make a 
saint of a blackleg. 

Young lady! you will be thought handsome so long as you per- 
form various little offices of disinterested kindness : so long as the 
blossoms of virtue remain in full bloom in your bosom : so long 
as modesty, mildness and love have a home in your heart: so long 
as you possess those inward attractions which have a mysterious 
magnetic influence upon the afiections of the nobler sex — and no 
longer. Without these, you may whitewash your foreheads, rouge 
your cheeks, pencil your eyebrows, and sport a luxuriance of ex- 
traneous curls; but it will be all to no purpose. No one will dis- 
cover anything handsome or pretty about you, and you will be left 
to wither unnoticed, like a flower without beauty or fragrance. 

My hearers — ^it would be easier to teach a rabbit to trot, a goose 
to canter, a giraffe to creep, or an elephant to turn a somerset, than 
fpr me to cleanse you of your filth and loathsomeness, and make 
you comely in the sight of (xod and man, without a corresponding 
exertion upon your own side. Do try, my brethren, to help your- 
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■dves, and I will give you a push proportionate in power to the 
-amount of pennies in the box. So mote it be ! 



ON CLEANLINESS. 

Text. — ^You love your country mother earth ; 
Of this I cannot doubt you — 
The soU is rich; but, from your birth. 
Why carry it about you ? 

Mt Hearers — ^inwardly and outwardly you are more or less filthy^ 
The scurf upon your hearts is tantamount to that upon your headv 
and other portions of your skin. Some of you appear to be as 
clean as a dog-licked platter upoii the outside, while within you 
are as foul as an old musket. You, once a week at least, seem to 
take a great deal of pains to rid yourselves of exterior dirt, but 
care not a straw for the moral mange that infects the interior of 
the soul's habitation. 

But, my hearers, I regret to say that not a few of you are ai 
careless of the carnal as of the spiritual portion. In fact, I have 
knowledge of two or three members of my church whose persons 
are so located with soil that I wonder weeds don't grow in the 
place of whiskers, and hop-vines flourish in lieu of hair. Such 
men can never enjoy anything more than a kind of counterfeit 
happiness in this world; for it is impossible to be happy without 
first feeling comfortable — and how, I ask, can a man feel comfort- - 
able with dirt enough about him to attract and support toads, tum- 
ble-bugs, muck-worms, and ground-mice ? No, these folks must 
feel as uneasy all through life as I would feel in a bed suspected 
of fleas and flavored of chintzes. If they die in their filth, they 
will be filthy for ever ; but instead of their being allowed to bedaub 
the costly furniture within the walls of salvation with their slime, 
they will receive orders from the ramparts to march downward to 
the quickstep tune of * Go to the devil and shake yourself.' 

My friends — ^I like to see a man entertain an ardent love for his 
country; but his patriotism shouldn't induce him to eat of it with 
his porridge and potatoes ; neither should he have such an attach* 
ment to the soil of his birth as to take pride in canying a 
load of it into his neighbor's domicil. Cleanliness is as n< 
to the health of the body as pure virtue is to the welfare of th« 
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mind— or soul, if you choose to call it — and he that neglects it 
commits a heinous crime, inasmuch as he is a self-murderer hy 
omission — a defacer, ay, demolisher of the beautiful temple built 
^or him by Omnipotence, and which it were the worst kind of sa- 
crilege for him to injure. You are surrounded, my friends, with 
conveniences for performing daily ablutions; and yet, rather than 
spend a shilling or take advantage of a few leisure moments, you 
^o about mangy, sickly, and drooping, relying in vain upon pills 
«ind the wrong sort of piety, when nothing under the canopy of 
Jieaven is wanted but soap, cold water and a clean shirt to make 
"^ou feel as though you belonged here. 

My friends — ^not a little of our boasted soil is borne hither upon 
the back of emigration ; and considerable of it is carried to for- 
eign shores by those who are too dirty and lazy to obtain a decent 
and permanent livelihood anywhere. Oh ! that a mighty Granges 
rolled from pole to pole, and that all were possessed of just enough 
Tusty religion, combined with sufficient superstition, to compel 
them to bathe daily in its waters, for the purification of both body 
and soul ! The baptismal rite was ordained for a duality of pur- 
pose ; and I would recommend certain of my congregation to turn 
Baptists and suffer the wholesome horrors of immersion, for the 
sake of having said that they have been washed, at least once in 
their lives. If you ever expect to be saved, my friends, you must 
commence in season to make yourselves clean ; for nothing un- 
clean can entet the gates of eternal happiness. Scour up your 
morals — apply soap and sand to your scurf-covered souls — and 
cleanse yourselves thoroughly, from the outward skin to the inte- 
rior of the heart. You must begin now; for when Death calls for 
you, you will have no time to wash your feet, cut your toe nails» 
and put on a clean garb of holiness. He will take you as he finds 
you, though you were never so filthy. Take care that you be not 
found more fit for the cellar kitchen below than for the grand par- 
lor above, which is carpeted with righteousness and festooned 
with the amaranthine flowers of endless joy and love. So mott 
it be! 
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THE LIGHT OF A SMILE. 

Text. — There are beauty and joy in the light of a conile. 

Mt Hearers — a smiling countenance is not always indicative of 
a cheerful heart; but, generally speaking, it betrays a kind, frank 
and generous disposition, and a bosom well filled with the plain, 
homely but valuable store of contentment. I care not what kind 
of a smile a person puts upon his phiz; whether he paint it with 
the pencil of pride ; with the artificial colors of affectation or dis- 
simulation, or whether his features are lighted up with the natural 
glow of animal spirits; so long as his face presents a picture of 
cheerfulness, I take it for granted that he is happy for the moment, 
although that smile may be nothing more than a transient sunbeam 
of joy dancing upon the troubled waters of a discontented mind. 
There is a mysterious magnetic influence exerted by a smile; a kind 
of electrical sympathy which extends from heart to heart, and 
manifests itself upon the features of all within the scope of its 
power. The individual who always looks as smiling as a small 
glass of beer disseminates more or less of joy and gladness where- 
ever he goes. We look upon his merry mug, and, daguerreotype- 
like, instantly give back a partial likeness of it in our faces with- 
out feeling or knowing the cause of its animation. When we see 
a person convulsed in a fit of laughter, our risible faculties an 
spontaneously excited ; and as for suppressing it, we might M 
soon think of allaying the excitement of a tea-kettle by telling it 
to 'keep cool.' On the contrary, when a wo-begone visaged 
son of melancholy, misfortune, and poverty happens to straggle 
into our presence, with a frontispiece as sad and repulsive as 
Death in the primer, the corners of our mouths begin to tore 
downward like those of a dying codfish, and we feel as sick in 
spirit as a monkey with the measles, in spite of our utmost endea- 
vors to keep up a show of hilarity and good humor. Even ths 
howl of a dog, the mewing of a kitten, or the squall of a fretful 
babe, will cause all the sweet cream of social enjoyment to souri 
and curdle for the moment every spoonful of the milk of meroy 
and forbearance. Such is the influence of a simple smile, and 
such is the power of a single look, or sound, of misery, misfor- 
tune, moroseness, or madness. It is all a mystery ; a sort of mag^ 
netism between mind and mind ; which can no more be explainad 
or understood than the magnetism between matter and matter. 
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My dear friends — there is beauty in the light of a smile. A 
young and beautiful specimen of the genus homo, feminine gen- 
der, crowned with a wreath of smiles, is as lovely an object as 
can be picked up in the suburbs of heaven ; and I am not certain 
but I should as lief go to perdition with such an angel by my side 
•8 to slip into salvation in company with a crabbed, sour-faced son 
6f melancholy and sadness. A smile creates joy, mirth and plea- 
sure ; but, a frown causes the heart to sink below the waistbands 
in man, and down to the bustle in woman — and for this reason, 
•lone, it has been so ordered by the great Omnipotent that the 
imiles should predominate. The Almighty smiled upon the world 
when he gave it the finishing touch, and the world smiled back 
again. The infant universe as it lay in the cradle of chaos looked 
in the face of its Father and laughed for joy. Eden wore a wreath 
of smiles in the beginning ; and our first parents feasted upon joy 
in a paradise of pleasure. After many years the clouds of sin and 
sadness began to gather, and heaven flooded the earth with tears 
of sorrow ; but the bow of promise soon arched the gloomy hori- 
zon of man's hopes — the waters of doubt became dried, and the 
ark of his salvation rested securely upon the Arrarat of redemp- 
tion. After this the sun shone out in all its glory, and continued 
to smile upon a w§^ partially purified of its iniquities, till the 
day that an attempt was made to murder God himself by nailing 
to the cross that raiment of mortality, which He, for the purest, 
the best, and the most benevolent of motives, had seen fit to put 
on. Then were the heavens shrouded in a sackcloth of sorrow — 
then sadness o'erspread the pleasant face of creation — and then 
was a veil of gloom drawn over the sun, as thick, if not thicker, 
than scum upon a frog-pond. But, my friends, the storm soon 
blew over — the earth smiled again as it was wont; and nothing 
since that awful occurrence has happened to rob Nature of her 
accustomed smile. 

My worthy hearers — there are surely beauty and gladness in a 
emile. Sol smiles upon mother Earth, and she blooms with beauty, 
notwithstanding her advancement in years. In the evening, as we 
hehold the fairy frost-work of the skies, we can scarcely help 
imagining that every star is the eye of an angel, lighted with love, 
and blinking at us with an enticing smile. The moon alone is the 
only melancholy-looking object in the vast muteom of the uni- 
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Terse. That never looks cheerful — but always sad— causes lunacy 
.in lovers and putrefaction in pickled shad. Its temperament i« 
cold — ^its aspect is sullen and morose — it yields light without 
warmth like the smile of a coquette ; and all its pretensions to 
beauty are mere 'moonshine' at the best. There are beauty and 
gladness in the sweet smile of spring. We rejoice in the resur- 
rection of flowers from their wintry graves ; and the little birds, 
just let loose as it were from thraldom, enliven us with their 
cheering carols. Summer smiles upon us crowned with roses and 
perfumed with the richest of fragrance ; and even sickly Autumn^ 
lies upon the death-bed of the year, with a countenance aa nmiliuM 
as that of a christian who expects soon, through the mediation olM 
death, to become a naturalized citizen in the celestial empire o"^ 
everlasting rest and righteousness. 

My dear friends — since beauty, joy, and gladness are exhibit^e 
in the light of a smile, I would urge upon you to use your utmc^^ 
endeavors to keep your inward works in such order that cheerfm^ 
ness may be seen frolicking upon your features. In order that tL§i§ 
tree of hilarity should flourish, you must enrich the soil of your 
hearts well with the manure of morality. Allow not a weed of 
guilt or crime to spring up at its roots, and it will keep green evei 
amid the snows of old age and infirmity. Jygt let the seeds of n^ 
advice sink deep beneath your jackets, and^rhen they shall hart 
sprouted, budded, blown, and brought forth fruit, you will be en- 
abled to go laughing through life as though sin, sorrow, and Si- 
tan were total strangers among the inhabitants of earth. So mole 
it be! 



ON THE FREEDOM OF MIND. 

Text. ^They think to chain 

A spirit such as thine f 
As well fling fetters o'er the main. 
Or qaench the sun divine. 

Mt Dear Friends — there is no question in my mind but yoa 
all endowed with souls — in fact, I know you are ; that is to Mfi 
you possess thinking, reflecting and reasoning powers. Ton iit 
as much exalted above the monkey tribe in intellect as m/alkKfl 
are superior to the crustaceous tenants of Oyster Bay. Hie brail; 
creation have perishable bodies without souls — you hare ftMtk 
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He bodies furnished with immortal souls — the angels have impe- 
^hable but changeable bodies, with never-dying souls — and the 
peat Creator is a soul in its purity, unencumbered and unstained 
l>y a particle of terrestrial dust. You see by this, it is just as cletf 
as a cod's eye that you stand upon next to the topmost round in 
the ladder of being, and consequently can be no very small pota* 
toes in the sight of Omnipotence. All your superiority, then, con« 
sists in the excellence of mind over matter ; that spiritual essence 
of vitality, one drop of which is worth more than a cart-load of 
^lie vile dross that contains it. It is this that exists uncontamina- 
^ed after death, and continues fresh through the endless ages of 
eternity. It is this that makes man a creature of uncontrollable 
liberty — furnishes his thoughts with the swift pinions of light, 
and enables them to dart to the utmost corner of creation quicker 
tlian ever a cat licked butter. There is no such thing as checking 
tlie freedom of the mind. You may incarcerate the body in the 
•tone jugs of the land, but the spirit knows no confinement : free 
as the mountain zephyr, it still sports in contemplation's fairy 
bowers — Slaves its burning lip in the fountain of imagination^ 
Bcrapes fancy's frost-work from airy nothing, and flits to and fro 
tbrough the vast empire of ideality, till sober Reason calls aloud : 
Come home, you wa3rward child of air — ^your anxious mamma calls! 
When floods of misfortune descend, and man's corporeal ark is 
drifted about on the waters of adversity, that dove of liberty, the 
mind, speeds heavenward its flight, and finds no rest till it returns 
with a sprig of comfort. It is ever active — ever on the wing- 
ed it won't stay tamed any more than a young partridge. 

My hearers — when Xerxes cast the iron fetters into the roaring 
Ocean in order to bind its wrath, it still raved on as though nothing 
of the kind had happened ; and thus it is with the unconquerable 
spirit of man, when his Pharaoh is once excited to a state of ef- 
fervescence. It will not stay confined within the limits of op- 
pression ; and persecution, like the shaking of a bottle of ginger 
i pop, only arouses its vigor, and, perhaps, causes it to explode in 
an instant. The great Ruler of all things can alone subdue the 
IlBoghty spirit of man, and render it as pliable as wax in the hands 
Of a cobbler. By his sending down sorrow, wo, or disappoint- 
HMnt, the mind becomes submissive, passive, and stupid, and liee 
Hb dormant in its mud-built ceU as a woodchuck during the deep 
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gloom of winter. When the vernal sun of happiness thaws it 
out, eternal space is hardly wide enough for its joyful wanderings. 
It exalts in the glories of unqualified freedom — succumbs to IIm 
mandate of no haughty despot. Yet, I know, my friends, that 
there is a vast difference in the minds or natures of men. Soma 
are mild and peaceable aa lambs, while others are as uproarioiiB 
and rambunctious as tigers. Some will take a latteral kick as 
composedly as a bag of bran, and others will shake their quilts at 
the bare tickle of an insinuation; but as their spirits are monldedi 
BO they must ever remain, in spite of human admonition, instnw* ' 
tion, or flattering. The moral and intellectual energies of a yoaag 
child may receive various inclinations by early culture ; bat I tA 
you, my friends, once for all, that if he has the devil in him from J 
the beginning, you couldn't beat it out of him if you were to spanK 
him in the cradle, and follow him to his grave with the cudgel of 
retribution. 

He may oftentimes be subdued, but never conquered ; the raal^ 
grit of his temper cannot be wholly washed out by the suda (# 
instruction, nor dissolved by admonishing acids. If he buda'ft 
thistle, there is little hope of his blossoming a rose — and if ha\ 
should, the thorns will still project from the stem after the petalff'^ 
have withered in the calyx. A difference exists in different ind^ 
viduals, and they are no more born equal than a bushel of pota- 
toes; and all the colleges in Christendom can't make them adi 
Chalk that down on the black side of your understandings. 

My friends — if the spirit is free while the body Is chainedv thai 
time will come when it will be freer still. Its habitation taapfi 
crumble to dust, but it will then put on the dress of immortali^g 
to depart for its legitimate home, and abide there for ever. It ii 
immortal, and will live on when the linchpins are all lost from 
wagon of Time, and its wheels rolled astray into the ocaaii 
Eternity. As soon think of squirting out the sun's everl 
fire with No. 30*8 engine as to quench the spirit in the puddle 
death. It will rise from the water unharmed — ^if you keep 
selves morally correct — speed its way upward, and there dij 
feathers in the sunshine of eternal glory. So mote it he I 

END or VOLUBCX FIRST. 
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